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church of England, of the ſame name, and who 


| 3 YouNnG was the ſon of a divine of the 


was himſelf ſuperiorly eminent as a Chriſtian, and a 


ſcholar. Of this worthy man there remains two volumes 
of ſermons upon various occaſions, which are reckoned 


ſome of the beſt in our languape, Such learning, and 


ſo good an example, were not flow in exciting the emu- 
lation of our poet; who was taught by his father the 
arts both of morals and humanity. When qualified for 
the univerſity, he was matriculated into All-Souls col- 
lege in Oxford, and deſigning to follow the civil law, 
took a degree in that profeſſion. It was while in this 
ſituation that he wrote his poem on the Laſt Day, which, 
coming from a layman, gave univerſal ſatisfaction; and 
this was ſoon after followed by his poem, entitled, The 
Force of Religion: or, Vanquiſh'd Love, which was well 
received by the public, but was particularly pleaſing to 
the noble family for whoſe amuſement it was chiefly 


calculated. But as this excellent poet has other and 


better claims upon poſterity for reputation than theſe 
poems, we will venture to give our opinion of them 
freely. In both the one and the other there is a la- 
boured ſtiffneſs of verſification; and this is the more 
remarkable, as Dr Young ever took very great pai2s to 
poliſh and correct the harſhneſs of his numbers: ſo that, 


IJ am told, he has been for weeks together endeavour- 


ing to turn a few lines into mellifluous modulation, and 
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vi C ry 
often without ſucceſs. The two poems in queſtion there- 
fore are ſtiff, unpleaſing, and often incorrect; inſtead 
of endeavouring to ſupport the glow of imagery, the poet 
ſeems rather ſedulous to gather the ornaments of wit, 
and thus while he aims at the fancy, miſſes the heart. 
Such, however, was the ſucceſs of theſe two poems, 
in an age when the nobleſt productions were common, 
and even the meaneſt rewarded, that he was taken par- 
ticular notice of by ſeveral of the nobility, and the turn 
of his mind leading him to the church, he went into or- 
ders, and was made one of the King's chaplains ; he after- 
wards obtained the living of Welwyn in nne 
worth about five hundred pounds per annum ; and tho? 
ever in the full blaze of favour, he never had the for- 
tune to riſe to greater preferment. Indeed, during the 
Jaſt reign, the arts of poetry, or of real eloquence, were 
but little encouraged from the throne. Young could 
expect no great honours from a maſter who hated poetry, 
and ſtyled all poets by the odious appellation of buf- 


foons, For ſome years before the death of the late Prince 


of Wales, Young, who was in favour with his Royal 
Highnels, attended the court pretty conſtantly : but upon 
his deceaſe all his hopes of church advancement vaniſh- 
ed, and towards the latter end of his life his very de- 
fires of fortune ſeemed to forſake him. For in his 
Night Thoug/tts, mentioning himſelf, he obſerves, That 
there was one in Britain born, with courtiers bred, who 
thought even wealth might come a day too late. Not - 
withitanding, upon the death of the late Dr Hales, he 
was taken into the ſervice of the Princeſs Dowager of 
Wales, and ſucceeded as her privy chaplain. 

When pretty far advanced in life he married the 45 
Elizabeth Lee, daughter of the late Earl of Litchfield.. 
This Lady was a widow, and had two children, a ſon 
and a daughter, who were both extremely meritorious, 
but both died young, and within a thort time of each 
other. What he felt for their loſs, as well as for that 
of his wife, we may eaſily perceive, by his fine poem of 
the Night Thioughts, in which they are characterized, 
the young lady unJerag ame of Narciſſa, her brother 


Cr 
by 


F vii 
by that of Philander, and his wife, though nameless, is 


frequently mentioned. He thus deplores his loſs, in an 
apoſtrophe to death: 4 


Inſaliate archer could not once ſuffice? 
Thy ſhaft flew thrice, and thrice my peace was ſlain, .. 
And thrice, ere thrice you moon renew'd her ſiorn. 


But to return: though in orders, he ſtill continued to 
cultivate the muſes, and at different times he publiſhed 
his tragedies and poems, each of which were reckoned 
excellent in their way. His fatires, entitled, The Love 
of Fame: or, The Univerſal Paſſion, are by many con- 
ſidered as his principal performance, and were written 
early in life. If terſeneſs of ſtyle, brilliancy of wit, or 
ſimplicity of ſubject, can enſure applauſe, Dr Young may 
demand it upon this occaſion ; yet we know not how 
theſe ſatires, though once in great favour and eſteem, . 
are wearing out of faſhion ; and perhaps, as Swift hath 
juſtly ſaid of them, the ſatiriſt ſhould either have been 
more angry or more merry: in fact, they conſiſt of a 
ſtring of epigrams, written upon one ſubject, and tire 
the readet before he gets near the end, 

But to make amends for his failures in this ſpecies of 
writing, we ought now to conſider him as a tragedian, 
and begin with The Revenge, his beſt performance. This 
play, as a modern critic informs us, met, and juſtly, 
with very great ſucceſs. The deſign of it ſeems to have 
been borrowed partly from Shakeſpeare's Othello, and 
partly from Mrs Behn's Abdalazar. The plot bearing 
many marks of the former; and the principal character, 
Zanga, of the latter, Yet it will not ſurely be ſaying 
too much, when we affirm, that Dr Young has, in ſome 
reſpects, conſiderably improved his origmals. If we com- 
pare the Iago in the one, with the Zanga in the other 
tragedy, we ſhall find the motives of reſentment greatly 
different, and thoſe of Young much more juſtly, as well 
as more nobly founded than thoſe of Shakeſpeare. Iago's 
cauſe of revenge againſt Othello is only his having ſet 
à younger officer over his head, on a particular and 
fingle vacancy, notwithſtanding he himſelf has the juſteſt 
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reaſon to expect a poſt of equal advantage. To this is 


added a ſlight ſuſpicion of Othello's having been great 


with his wife ; but Zanga's cauſe of anger 1s different, 
The death of his father, ſlain by Alonzo, the loſs of a 
kingdom in conſequence of his ſucceſs, and the indig- 


nity of a blow received from the ſame hand; all theſe 
aceumulated injuries, added to the impoſſibility of find- 
ing a nobler means of revenge, urge him, againſt his 
will, to the ſubtilties and underhand methods he em- 
ploys. Othello's jealouſy is raiſed by trifles ; and, by 
appearing too eredulous, he forfeits that pity which his 
diſtreſſes might demand. Alonzo, on the contrary, long 


ſtruggles againſt conviction, nor proceeds to extremities 


till he finds Proofs riſe on proof, and ſtill the laſt the 
lrongeſt. In a word, we may aflign this piece, with 
great juſtice, a place in the very firit rank of our dra- 
matic writings; and were we to ſhew foreigners a tra- 


gedy, as a ſample of Engliſh genius, after two or three 

others, perhaps this might be adduced as a ſpecimen. 
We mention the tragedy of Buſiris after that of the 

Revenge, though it was ated before, namely in the year 


1719; but its merit being much inferior to that of the 
former, juſtifies our placing it here. In this piece, as 
in all Young's writings, there are here and there ſome 
admirable lines; but then ſo mixed with bombaſt and. 
abſurdity, that we are at a loſs whether moſt to ridicule. 


or to admire him, or how that mind, which can ſoar te 


the nobleſt heights, can ſo fr equently ſtoop to the en | 


puerilities. 
His laſt tragedy is entitled The Brothers, and written 


upon the plan of a French piece of great merit: Dr 
Young, however, deſerves more commendation for the. 


occaſion on which this tragedy was acted, than for its 
merit as a poetical performance; ſince the whole pro- 


fits, which were gained by its repreſentation, were given 
by the author to charitable purpoſes It will be ſuf- 


ficient therefore to ſay, that, while he failed to increaſe 


his reputation for genius, it added to the character of 


his humanity. a 
But to leave him in the dramatic walk, where he hath. 
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T UN 504. ix 
been undoubtedly excelled by others, let us turn to him 
as the moral and melancholy poet, who wrote the Nig/it 
Thoughts, a ſpecies of poetry peculiarly his own, and 
in which he has been unrivalled by all thoſe who at- 
tempted to write in his manner. The applauſe which he 


. has received for theſe is unbounded ; the unhappy bard, 
= whoſe griefi in melting numbers flow, aud melancholy 
2 joys diffuſe around, has been ſung by the profane as well 


.. Len NNE 


as the pious, Theſe, as we have already obferved, were 
| written under the recent preſſure of his ſorrow for the 


toſs of his wife, daughter, and ſon-in-law ; they are 
addreſſed to Lorenzo, a man of pleaſure and the world, 
and who, as it is inſinuated by ſome, is his own ſon, but 


then labouring under his father's diſpleaſure. In theſe 
admirable poems there are flights of thinking almoſt ſuper- 


human; ſuch is his deſcription of Death from his ſecret 


f ſtand noting down the follies of a Bachanalian ſociety 


the epitaph upon the departed world, the iſſuing of Satan 


3 from his dungeon on the day of judgment: but all theſa 


noble flights are often allayed by paltry witticiſms, and 
2 vile jingle of words: many thoughts finely ſtarted 
are tired down, and, like Ovid, he plays with his me- 


# taphors till he has ſpoiled them. 
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Of his proſe productions there are few remaining. 


His Centaur not Fabulous, and his Coujectures on Original 


Compoſition, are the moſt conſiderable. When we con- 
fider the laſt as the work of a man turned of eighty, we 
are not to be ſurpriſed ſo much that it has faults, as how 


it ſhould come to have beauties, It is indeed ſhange, 


that the load of fourſcore years was not able to keep 
down that vigorous fancy, which here burſts the bounds 
of judgment, and breaks the ſlaviſh ſhackles of age and 
experience, This work ſeemed a brightening before 
death, and it had been well if the author had ſtopt here; 
but that taper which blazed as it declined, was at laſt 
ſhamefully exhibited to the public as burning in the 
ſocket, in a work called The Reſignation, the laſt but the 
worſt of all Dr Young's performances, 

But this failure in old age could no way diminiſh the 
ſame that he had been earning by a life of more than 
Uzty years of excellence, As a poet, he was ſüll con- 
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ſidered as the only palladium we had left of ancient ge- 
nius; and, as a Chriſtian, one of the fineft examples of 
primeval piety. The turn of his mind was naturally 


ſolemn, and he uſually, when at home in the country, 


ſpent many hours of the day walking in his own church- 
yard among the tombs; his converſation, his writings, 
had all a reference to the life after this, and this turn 


of diſpoſition mixed itſelf even with his improvements 


in gardening. He had, for inſtance, an alcove with a 


bench, ſo painted near his houſe, that at a diſtance it 


looked as a real one, which the ſpectator was then ap- 


proaching. Upon coming up near it, however, the de- 


ception was perceived, and this motto appeared: Invi- 


ſibilia non decipiunt, The things unſeen do not deceive 
us.” Yet notwithſtanding this gloomineſs of temper, he 
was fond of innocent ſports and amuſements; he inſti- 
tuted an aſſembly and a bowling- green in the pariſh of 
which he was rector, and often promoted the gaiety of 
the company in perſon. His wit was generally poignant, 


and ever levelled at thoſe who teſtified any contempt for 
decency or religion. His epigram, ſpoken extempore 
upon Voltaire, is well known, who happening in his com- 
pany to ridicule Miiton, and the allegorical perſonages 


of Death and Sin, Young thus addreſſed him. 


Thou art ſo witty, proflig ate, and thin, 
| You ſeem a Milton with his Death and Sin. 
One Sunday preaching in office at St James's, he 


found that, though he ſtrove to make his audience at- 


tentive, he could not prevail. Upon which his pity for 
their folly got the better ef all decorums, and he fate 
back in the pulpit, and burſt into a flood of tears. 
Towards the latter part of life he knew his own in- 
firmities, and ſuffered himſelf to be in pupilage to his 
houſekeeper ; for he conſidered that at a certain time 
of life the ſecond childhood of age demanded its wont- 
ed protection. His ſon, whoſe boyiſh follies were long 
obnoxions to paternal ſeverity, was at laſt forgiven in his 
will, and our poet died regretted by-all, having perform- 
ed all that man could do to fill his poſt with dignity, 


1 N n 2 
EET AR POS ARNE vs 
* 5 e * 85 By 8 
233 5 2 * 3 be 2 

3 FFT 

TI N ate Dees Ain 


Rx 


r Keds Sg, 


T 


> 


K 
By a FRIEND. 


OFT has the buſkin'd muſe, with action mean, 
Debas'd the glory of the tragic ſcene < | 


; While puny villains, dreſs'd in purple pride, 


With crimes obſcene the heau'n-bern rage bely'd, 


To her belongs to mourn the hero's fate, 
To trace the errors of the wiſe and great: 


| To mark th exceſs of paſſions too reſin d, 


And paint the tumults of a godlike mind; 


' Where, mix d with rage, exalted thoughts combine, 


And darkeſt deeds with beauteous colours ſhine. 


So lights and ſhades in a well-mingled draught 
By curtous touch of artful pencil wrought, 
With foft deceit amuſe the doubtful eye, 


 Pleas'd with the conflit of the various dye. 


Thus thro' the following ſrenes, with ſweet Surprife I 
Virtue and guilt in dread confuſion riſe, 
And love and hate at once, and grief and joy, 
Pity and rage, their mingled force employ. 

Here the ſaſt virgin ſees, with ſecret ſhame, 


| Her charms excell'd by friendhip's purer flame; 
* Fired with reluctant virtue to approve | 
® The gen'rous hero who rejefts her love. 


| Behold him there with gloomy paſſion ſtain'd, 


A wife ſuſpected, and an injur'd friend; 


Yet ſuch the teil where Innagence is caught, 
That raſ» Suſpicion ſeems without a fault. 
We dread a while leſt Beauty ſpould ſucceed, 


And almoſt wiſh even Virtue's ſelf may bleed, 


Mark well the black revenge, the cruel guile, 


; * The traitor fiend trampling the lovely ſpoil 


Of beauty, truth, and innocence oppreſs'd, 

Then let the rage of furies fire your breaſt. 
Yet may his mighty wrongs, his juſt diſdain, 

His bleeding country, his lov'd father ſlain, 


His martial pride, your admiration raiſe, 


Ad crown him with involuntary praife. 


 Dramatis Perſons. 


Don ALONZO, the Spaniſh general. 
Don CAR Los, his friend. | 

Don AL VAR NH, a courtier. | 
Don MANUE+L, attendant of Don Carlos. 
ZANGA, a captive Moor. 


| LeoNoRA, Alvarez's daughter. 


Is AT ELLIA, the Moor's miſtreſs. 


SCENE, SPAIN. 
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ACT I SCENE 1 


Enter 8 


HETHER firſt nature, or long want of peace, 
Has wrought my mind to this, I cannot tell ; 

| But horrors now are not diſpleaſing to me: 
I like this rocking of the battlements. 


Rage on, ye winds ; burſt clouds, and waters roar ! 
\ You bear a juſt reſemblance of my fortune, 
And ſuit the gloomy habit of my ſoul, 


Enter ISABELLA. 


Who's there? my love! 


Iſab. Why have you left my bed? 


' Your abſence more affrights me than the ſtorm. 


Zan. The dead alone in ſuch a night can ny 


And I indulge my meditation here. 
Woman, away. -I chuſe to be alone. 


Iſab. I know you do, and therefore will not leave you z 


Excuſe me, Zanga, therefore dare not leave you. 
Is this a night for walks of contemplation ? 

Something unutual hangs upon your heart, 

-And I will know it ; by our loves I will, 


To you 1 ſacrific'd my virgin fame; 
Aſk I too much, to ſhare in your diſlre(s ? 


Zan. In tears? thou fool! then hear me, and be plung'd 
In hell's abyſs, if ever it eſcape thee. | 


To ſtrike thee with aſtoniſhment at once, 


I hate Alonzo. Firſt recover that, 
And then thou ſhalt hear farther, 


| | 14 The R EVEN GE. Ach l. 
i Iſab. Hate Alonzo! 


*T own, I thought Alonzo. moſt your friend, 
And that he loſt the maſter in that name. 


1 80 man 

e let me call him, for be conquer'd me) 
1 Made me the captive of his arm in fight; 
| | He ſlew my father, and threw.chains-o'er me, 
is While I, with pious rage, purſu'd revenge, 
"8 I then was young; he plac'd me near his perſon, 
i And thought me not diſhonour'd by his ſervice. 
il One day (may that retupning day be night, 
„ The ſtain, the curſe of each ſueceeding year !) 


For ſomething, or for nothing, in his pride, 
Fe ſtruck me; (while I tell it, da I live?) 
He ſmate me on the cheek. I. did not ſtab him; 

For that were poor revenge. E'er ſince his. folly 
Has ſtrove to bury it beneath a heap 

Of kindneſſes, and thinks it is forgot. 

Inſolent thought! and like a ſecond blow ! 
Affronts are innocent, where men are worthleſs ; 
And ſuch alone can wiſely drop revenge. 
Fl - ab. But with more temper, Zanga, tell your worre 
| To ſee your ſtrong» emotions\{tantles me. | 
Zan. Yes, woman, with the temper that befits it. 
Has the dark adder venom ? fo have I, | 


F When trod upon. Proud Spaniard, thou ſhalt feel me! 
1 For from that day, that day of my diſhonour, 
a from that day have curs'd the riſing ſun, 
I Which never fail'd to tell me of my ſhame : 
* I from that day have bleſs'd the coming night, 
6 Which promis'd to conceal it; but in vain; 
\'F The blow returnd for ever in my dream, 
'F Vet on I toil'd, and groan'd for an occaſion 
ll. Of ample vengeance; none is yet arriv'd. 
5 \ Howe'er at preſent I conceive warm hopes 


Of what may wound him ſore in his ambition; 
Life of his life, and dearer than his ſoul. 

1 A nightly march he purpos'd to ſurpriſe 

l The Mooriſh camp; but I have taken cars 


Zan. Hear then. ?Tis twice three years ſince that 


3 o | 


Act I. The REVENGE. 19: 


They ſhall be ready to receive his favour, 


Failing in this, a caſt of utmoſt moment, 


Would darken all the conqueſts he has won. 


Iſab. Juſt as I enter'd an expreſs arriv'd. 
Zan. To whom? 

Jab. His friend Don Carlos, 
Zan. Be propitious, 


0 Mahomet, on this important hour, 


And give at length my famiſh'd foul revenge 4: 
What is revenge, but courage to call in - 

Our honour's debts, and wiſdom to convert 
Others ſelf-love into our own protection! 
But ſee the morning-ray breaks in upon us; | 
I'll ſeek Don Carlos, and enquire: my fate. [Exesnr. 


Enter MANUEL and Don CaRLOS. 


Man. My Lord Don Carlos, what brings your expreſs? 
Car. Alonzo's glory, and. the Moors! defeat. 
The field is ſtrow'd with twice ten thouſand ſlain, 
Thot he fuſpects his meaſures were betray'd. 


He'll ſoon arrive. O! how I long t' embrace 


The firſt of heroes, and the beſt of friends 
I lov'd fair Leonora long before 


The chance of battle gave me to the Moors, 
From wliom to late Alonzo fer me free; 


Aud while I groan'd in bondage, I deputed 


This great Alonzo, whom her father honours, 
To be my gentle advocate in love, 


To (tir her heart, and fan its fires for me, 
Man. And what fucceſs ? - 
Car. Alas, the cruel maid= 


Indeed, her father, who, tho? high at court, 


And pow'rful with the king, has wealth at heart, 
To heal his devaſtations from the Moors, 


Knowing I'm richly freighted from the Eaſt, 
My fleet now failing in the ſight of Spain, 


(Hear guard it ſafe thro? ſuch a dreadful ſtorm !) - 
Careſſes me, and urges her to wed. 
Man. Her aged father, ſee ! leads her this way. 
Cat. She looks like radiant W 


16 The REVENGE. Act I. 
Brought forward by the hand of hoary Time—— 
You to the port with ſpeed ; 'tis poſſible 
Some veſſel is arriv'd: heav'n grant it bring 
Tidings which Carlos may receive with joy. 

Enter ALVAREZ and LEON ORA. 


Alv. Don Carlos, I am labouring in your favour, 
With all a parent's ſoft . | 


And earneſt counſel, 


Car. Angels ſecond you ; $. 


For all my bliſs or miſery hangs on it. 


Alv. Daughter, the happineſs of life depends 
On our diſcretion, and a prudent choice : 


Look into thoſe they call unfortunate, 
And, cloſer view'd, you'll find they are unwiſe : 


Some flaw in their own conduct lyes beneath; 


And 'tis the trick of fools, to ſave their credit, 


Which brought another language into uſe. 
Don Carles is of antient, noble blood; | 
And then his wealth might mend a prince's fortune. 


For him the ſun is Jabouring in the mines, 
A faithful ſlave, and turning earth to gold. 


His keels are freighted with that ſacred pow'r, 


By which ev'n kings and emperors are made, | 
Sir, you have my good wiines, and I hope [To Gar. 
My daughter is not indiſpos'd to hear you. [ Exit Alvarez. 


Car. O Leonora! why art thou in tears? 
Becauſe I am leſs wretched than I was ? 
Before your father gave me leave to woo you, 


Huſh'd was your boſom, and your eye ſerene, 
Will you for ever help me to new pains, 


And keep reſerves of torment in your hand, 

To let them looſe on every dawn of joy? | 
Leon. Think you my father too indulgent to me, 

That he claims no dominion o'er my tears? 


A daughter ſure may be right dutiful, 
W hoſe tears alone are free from a reſtraint, — . 


Car. Ah my torn heart ! 

Leon. Regard not me, my Lord, 
I ſhall obey my father, 

Car, Diſobey him, 
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ma The REVENGE. TR 
Rather than come thus coldly, than come thus 
With abſent eyes, and alienated mein, | 
Suff'ring addreſs, the victim of my love. 

O. let me be undone the common way, 

And have the common comfort to be pity'd, 
And not be ruin'd in the maſk of bliſs, 

And fo be envy'd, and be. wretched too! 


Love calls for love; Not all the pride of beauty, 


Thoſe eyes that tell us what the ſun is made of, 
Thoſs lips, whoſe touch is to be bought with life; 
Thoſe hills of driven ſnow, which ſeen are felt; 


All theſe poſſeſt, are nought, but as they are 


The proof, the ſubſtance of an inward paſlion, 


And the rich plunder of a taken heart. 


Leon. Alas! my Lord, we are too delicate; 
And- when we graſp the. happineſs we will, 
We call en wit to argue it away: 


A plainer man would not feel half 3 your pains ; | 
But ſome have too much wiſdom to be happy. 


Car. Had I known this before, it had been well ks 
I had not then ſolicited your father 
To add to my diſtreſs; as you behave, . 
Yaur father's kindneſs ſtabs me to the heart. 


Give me your hand—nay, give it, Leonora; 
| You give it not, —nay, yet you give it not— -- 


I raviſh it.— | 
Leon. I pray, my Lord, no more. 
Car. Ah, why ſo ſad? you know each ſigh does ſhake me : 


Sighs there, are tempeſts here. —— 


I've heard, bad men would be unbleſt in heawn : 
Wut is my guilt that makes me ſo with you? 


Have I not languiſh'd, proftrate at thy feet? 
Have I not livd whole days upon thy ſight? 


Have I not ſeen thee where thou haſt not been? 
And, mad with the idea, claſp'd the —— : 


And doated upon nothing ? 


Leon. Court me not, 


Cood Carlos, by recounting of my faults, - 
And telling how ungrateful I have been. 


Alas! oP Lord, af talking would provall,: 
Ss 
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18 The REVENGE. 


I could ſuggeſt much better arguments 


Than thoſe regards you threw away on me; 


Your valour, honour, wiſdom, prais'd by all. 


But bid phyſicians talk our veins to temper, 


And with an argument new-ſet a pulſe; 
Then think, my Lord, of reaſoning into love. 


Car. Mult 1 deſpair them? do not ſhake me thus; 
My tempeſt- beaten heart is cold to death. 

Ah, turn! and let me warm me in thy beauties. 
Heavens what a proof I gave but two nights paſt 
Of matchleſs love! to fling me at thy feet, 

I ſlighted friendſhip, and I flew from fame; 


Nor heard the ſummons of the next day's battle: | 
But dasting headlong to thy arms, I left 

The promis'd fight, I left Alonzo too, 

To ſtand the war, and quell a world alone. [Trumpets 
Leon. The victor comes. My Lord, I muſt withdraw. 


Car. And muſt you go? 
Leon. Why ſhow'd you wiſh my ſtay ? 


Your friend's arrival will bring comfort to you, 

My preſence none ; it pains you and myſelf; 

For both our — Oe me to withdraw. 

| [ Exit Leonora. 


0 r, Sure there's no peril but in love. O how 
My foes wou'd boaſt to ſee me look ſo pale! 
. | Enter ALONZO. 


Car, Alonzo! 
Alon. Carlos II am whole again; ; 


Claſpt in thy arms it makes my heart entire. 


Car. Whom dare I thus embrace? the conqueror | 


Of Aﬀcic? 


Alon, Yes, much more, Don Carlos fend. 
The oonqueſt of the world would colt me dear, 
Should it beget one thought of diſtance in thee, 
I riſe in virtues to come nearer chee. 

I conquer with Don Carlos in my eye, 


And thus I claim my victory's reward. [Embracing lin 


Car. A victory indeed! your god- like arm 


Has made one ſpot the grave of Africa, 
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Act I. The REVENGE. 19. 
zuch numbers fell! and the ſurvivors fled. 5 


As frighted paſſengers from off the ſtrand, 
When the tempeſtuous ſea comes roaring on them. 


Alon. 'T was Carlos conquer'd, *twas his cruel chains 


Inflam'd me to a rage unknown before, 


And threw my former actions far behind. 


Car. I love fair Leonora. Hew I love her! 
Yet ſtill I find (I know not how it | ng 
Another heart, another ſoul for thee. 
Thy friendſhip warms, it railes, it tranſports. 
Like muſic, pure the joy without allay, 
Whole very rapture is tranquillity: 

But love, like wine, gives a tumultuous bliſs, | 
Heightned indeed beyond all mortal pleaſures; 


But mingles pangs and madneſs in the bowl. 


| Enter ZANGA. © 
Zan. Manuel, my Lord, returning from the port, 
On buſineſs both of moment and of haſte, 
Humbly begs leave to ſpeak in private with you. 
Car. In private ?—Ha !-—Alonzogl'll return, 
No buſi neſs can detain me long from thee. [Exit Carlos. 
Zan, My Lord Alonzo, I obey'd your orders. 
Alon. Will the fair Leonora pals this way? 
Zan, She will, my Lord, and ſoon. _ 
Alon. Come near me, Zanga; 
For I dare open all my heart to thee. 


Never was ſuch a day of triumph known. 


There's not a wounded captive in my train, 
That ſlowly follow'd my proud chariot-wheels, 
With half a life, and beggary, and chains, 

But is a god to me; I am moſt wretched, 

In his captivity, thou know'ſt Don Carlos, | 
My friend, (and never was a friend more dear), 
Deputed me his advocate in love, 

To talk to Leonora's heart, and make 

A tender party in her thoughts for him. 
What did I do? I lov'd myſelf. Indeed, 

One thing there is might leſſen my offenee, 

Uf ſuch offence admits of being leſſen d), 


— ” — oo c Js — 


In a late:aRtion reſcu'd from the Moors, 
Vour interpoſing arm prefered his life. 
But ſee, ſhe comes — I'll take my, leave and die. 


' Unhappy fate ! my country overcome ! 


Would Nature were I will not fall alone: 


And bid his light adieu. 


Diſmay'd! I thought you gave the foe your 8 


Which nothing but a love for you could draw? 
Afric I quelbd, in hope by that to purchaſe. 


1 fondly thought a laſt look might be kind, * 


20 - The REVENGE. ar 


I thought him dead; for (by what fate I know not) 
His letters never reach me. 


Zam Thanks to Zanga, 1 
Who thenee contriv'd that evil which has happen d. 
[Aſides | 

Alon. Yes, curſt of Heav'n! I lov'd myſelf; and nom 


T have brought home my rival in my friend. : 
Zan. We hear, my Lord, that in that action wm 


Alon. It did—with more than the expence of mine; | 
For oh! this day is mention'd for their nuptials. 


"I 
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Zan, Hadſt thou. a thouſand les my death would 
pleaſe me. 


My fix years hope of vengeance quite expir'd !———.. 


But others groans ſhall tell the world' my death : [ Aſides 
Enter LEONORA. | 


Alon. When Nature ends with anguiſh like to this, 
Sinners ſhall take their laſt leave of i the ar. 
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Leon. The mighty conqueror 
Alon. O cruel inſult! Are thoſe tears your ſport, 
Your leaye to ſigh unſcorn'd ; but I complain not : 


"Twas but a word, and you are——Leonora. 2 
Leon. That paſſion, which you boaſt of, is your guilt; +. 


5 

: » * & i: 
A treaſon to your friend. You think mean of me, 
To plead your crimes as motives of my love, 0 


Alon. Vou, Madam, ought to thank thoſe crimes you 92 
blame; 1 

'Tis they permit you to be thus inhuman, 

Without the cenſure both of earth and hea-v n. 
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Fare wel for ever. — This ſevere behaviour 
Has, to my comfort, made it ſweet to die. 
Leon. Farewell for ever - ſweet to die! O Heav'n ! 1 


[ Aſide, 45 


Alon zo, ſtay, you muſt not thus eſcape me; 
But hear your guilt at large. 
Alon, O Leonora ! 
What could I do? in duty to my friend 
I ſaw you; and to fee, is to admire, 
For Carlos did I pleag, and molt fincerely ; 
Witneſs the thouſand agonies it coſt me. 
You know I did, I ſought but your eſteem ; 
If that is guilt, an Angel had been guilty, 
] often fi ghd, Nay, wept ; but could not help it; 
And ſure it is no crime to be in pain. 
But grant my crime was great, I'm greatly cs; * 
What would you more? am I not molt undone? _. 
This uſage is like ſtamping on the murder'd, 
When life is fled ; moſt barbarous and unjuſt, | 
Leon. If from your guilt none ſuffer'd but yourſelf, . 


It might be ſo— Farewell. e [Going 


Alon, Who ſuffers with me? 
Leon. Enjoy your ignorance, and let me go. 
Alon. Alas! what is there I can fear to know, 
Since I already know your hate; your tons 
Have long ſince told me that. | 
Leon. They flatter'd you. 
Alon. How? flatter'd me! 
Leon. O ſearch in fate no further 
I hate thee, O Alonzo, how I hate thee ! | 
Alon. Indeed! and do you weep for hatred too? 
O what a doubtful torment heaves my heart ? 
I hope it moſt—and yet I dread it more. 
Shou'd it be ſo; ſhou'd her tears flow from thence " 
How war's my ſoul blaze up in extaſy ! 
Ab, no! how ſink into the depth of horrors ! 
Leon, Why would you force my ſtay? 
Alon, What mean theſe tears ? | 


The REVENGE. 21 
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Leon. 1 weep by nance, nor have my tears a means 


22 The REVENGE; Act l. 
But O! when firſt I ſaw Alonzo's tears, | $ 

I knew their meaning well. 7 
[Alonzo falls paſſionately. on his knees, - and | 

takes her hand. | 

Alon. Heav'ns, what ishis ! that aliens for. whick | 
Deſire was planted in the heart of man; 

Virtue's ſupreme reward on this ſide heav'n ; 

The cordial of my ſoul! and this deſtroys me 
Indeed I flatter'd me that thou didſt hate. 

Leon. Alonzo, pardon me the injury 

Of loving you. I ſtruggled with my paſſion, 

And ſtruggled long; let that be ſome excuſe.. 4 
Alon. Unkind ! you know I think your love a bleſſing | 
Beyond all human bleſſings ; 'tis the price 3 
Of ſighs and groans, and a whole year of dying: l 
But, O the curſe of curſes —0 my friend! q 
Lios, Alas i!! 3 
Alon. What ſays my ove 3 Lane 1 
Teon. Was it for you, my Lord, to be ſo quick 4 
In finding out objections to our love? 

Fhink you ſo ſtrong my love, or weak my virtue, 

It was unſafe to leave that part to ne? 

Alon. Is not the day then fixd for your eſpouſ als? 

Leon. Indeed, my father once had thought that way; 
Bur marking how. the marriage pain'd my heart, 
Long he ſtood doubtful :; but at length refolv'd 
_ Your counſel, which determines him in all, 

Should finiſh the ovens. | 

Alon. O agony ! | 
Muſt I not only Joſe her, hk be 3 
Myielf the inſtrument? not only die, G 
But plunge the dagger in my heart myſelf? 

This is refining on calamity, 

Leon. What! do you tremble leſt you ſhou'd be mine? 
For what elſe can you tremble? not for that 
My father places in your power to alter. 

Alon. What's in my power? O yes, to ſtab ay friend? 2 
 L£Leon. To ſtab your friend were barbarous indeed! 
Spare him—and murder mel own, Alonzo, 

Loy may well wonder at ſuch words as theſe. ; 
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I ſtart at them myſelf; they fright my nature. 
Great is my fault; but blame not me alone; 


2 Give him a little blame, who took ſuch pains 
To make me guilty, 


Alon, Torment! [After a pauſe Leonora ſpeaks, 
Leon. O my ſhame! „ * 


I ſue, and ſue in vain; it is moſt juſt, 
When women ſue, they ſue to be deny'd. 
Lou hate me, you deſpiſe me, you do well; 
For what I've done I hate and ſcorn myſelf. 
> O Night, fall on me! I ſhall blaſh to death. 


Alon. Firſt periſh all. 
Leon, Say, what have you refolv'd ? 


My father comes, what anſwer will you give him? 


Allos. What anſwer ? let me look upon that face, 


And read it there. Devote thee to another ! 
Not to be born ! a ſecond look undoes me. - 


Leon. And why undo you ? 1s it then, my. Lord, 
So terrible to yield to your own wiſhes, 


J ' Becauſe they happen to concur with mine? 
Cruel! to take ſuch pains to win a heart, | 
Which you was conſcious you muſt break with. parting, 


Alon. No, . I am thine for ever, | 
Runs and embraces her, 
In ſpire of. Carlos——Ha | who's that? my friend? 
| .[Srarts wide ag _ 
Alas! I ſee him ods; I hear his groans; 
He foams, he tears his hair, he raves, he bleeds, 
(I know him by myſelf) he dies diſtracted ! 
Leon. How dreadful to be cut from what we love ! 
Alon. Ah! ſpeak no more. 
Leon. And-ty'd*to what we e hate ! 
Alon, Oh! | 
Leon. Ts it pollble ? 
Alon, Death! 
Leon. Can you? 
Alon. Oh———_ 
Les, take a limb; but . my virtue PREY 
Alas! my foul, this moment 1 die for es. Le A ay. 


24 The REVENGE. Ack I. 
Leon. And are you perjur'd then for virtue's ſake ? 
How often have you ſworn ? But go for ever. —[Swoons, 
Alon. Heart of my heart, and eſſence of my joy, 
Where art thou? O l'm thine, and thine for ever! 
The groans of friendſhip ſhall be heard no more. 
For whatſoever crimes I can commit, 
I've felt the pains already. 
Leon. Hold, Alonzo, 
And hear a maid, whom donbly thou haſt conquertd. 
I love thy virtue as I love thy perſon; 
And I adore thee for the pains it gave me: 
But as 1 felt the pain I' reap the fruit 
I' ſhine out in my urn. and ſhew the world 
Thy great example was not loſt upon me. 
Be it enough that I have once been guilty : * 
In ſight of ſuch a pattern to perſiſt, 
III ſuits a perſon honour'd with your love. 
Nr other titles to that bliſs are weak. 
I I muſt deſerve it by refuſing it. 
Thus then I tear me from thy hopes for ever. 
hall I contribute to Alenzo's crimes ? | 
No; though the life-blood guſhes from my heart, 
You ſhall not be aſham'd of Leonora, 
Or that late time may put our names together. 
" Nay, never ſhrink; take back the bright example 
You lately lent; O take it while you may, / 
While I can give it you, and be immortal. [ Exit, 
Alon. She's gone, and I ſhall fee that face no more; 
But pine in abſence, and till death adore. | 
When with cold dew my fainting brow is hung, 
And my eyes darken, from my fault'ring tongue 
Her name will tremble in a feeble moan, 
And Love with Fate divide my dying groan, 
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ACT H. SCENE I. 


Enter MANUEL and ZANGA. 


ZAN CA. 
F this be true,. I cannot blame your pain 

5 1 For wretched Carlos; 'tis but human in you. 
But when arriv'd your diſmal news? 

Man. This hour. | 

Zan. What! not a veſſel favd? 

Man. All, all the ftorm 
Devour'd; and now o'er his late envy'd fortune 
Tue dolphms bound, and wat'ry mountains roar, 
Triumphant in his ruin. 

Zan, Is Alvarez 5 | 
Determm'd to deny his daughter to him 2 
Tnat treaſure was on ſhore 3; muſt that too join 
The common wreck ? 

Man. Alvarez pleads, indeed, 
That Leonora's heart is difinelin'd, 
And pleads that only; fo it was this morning, | i 
When he concurr'd ; the tempeſt broke the match, q 
And ſunk his favour when it ſunk the gold, _ 4 
The love of gold is double in his heart, 
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, The vice of age, and of Alvarez too, | 

: Zan. How does Don Carlos bear 1 it? | 

Man. Like a man { 
Whole heart feels moſt a human heart can feel, þ 
: And reaſons beit a human heart can reaſon, ö 
I Zan But is he then in abſolute deſpair ? 
5 Man. Never to ſee his Leonora more, i 
And, quite to quench all future hope, Alvarez ; 
Urges Alonzo to eſpouſe his daughter | PO 1 
This very day; for he has learn'd their loves. . 
5 Zan. Ha! was not that receiv'd with ecſtaſy | h 
bf By Don Alonzo? i 
5 Man, Yes, at firſt; but 5 
5 A damp came o'er him. it would kill his friend, 
f Vor LR © 
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Zan, Not if his friend conſented; and ſince now 
He can't himſelf eſpouſe her—— 
Man, Yet to aſk it 
Has ſomething ſhocking to a generous mind, 
At leaſt Alonzo's ſpirit ſtartles at it, 
Wide is the diſtance between our deſpair 
And giving up a miſtreſs to another. 
But I mult leave you. Carlos wants ſupport 
In his ſevere afiliction ! 5 [Exit Manuel. 
Zan, Ha! It dauns ! | 
It riſes to me, like a new-found world 


To mariners long time diſtreſs'd at ſea, 
Sore from a ſtorm, and all their viands ſpent ;— 


Or like the fun juſt riſing out of Chaos, 
Some dregs of ancient Night not quite purg'd off: 
But I mall fnilh it. ——Hoa ! Ifabella ! 


| Enter ISABELLA. 


I thought of dy} ing; better things come forward 
Vengeance is ſtill alive - from her dark covert, 
With all her ſnakes ere upon her creſt, 
She ſtalks in view, and fires me with her charms. 
When, Iſabel, arriv'd Don Carlos here:! 
_ Tfab, Two nights ago. 
Zan. That was the very night 
Before the battle - Mem'ry, ſet down that: 
It has the eſſence of a crocodile, 
Though yet but in the ſhell —— T'Il give it bin as 
What time did he return ? 
Iſab. At midnight. 
Zan. 80 
Say, did he fee that night his Leonora? 
Iſab. No, my good Lord. 
Zin. No matter Tell me, woman, 
Is not Alonzo rather brave than cautious; 
Honeſt than ſubtile; above Fraud himicift, 
Slow therefore to ſuſpect it in another ? 
Iſab. You beſt can judge; but fo the world thinks 
olf him. 
Zan. Why, that is well go ſeich my tablets hither. 
[Exit Iſabellla. 
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Act II. The REVENGE. 27 


Two nights ago my father's ſacred ſhade 

Thrice ſtalk'd around my bed, and {mid upon me; 
He ſmil'd a joy then little underſtood —— 

It muſt be ſo—and if lo, it is vengeance. 

Worth waking of the dead for, 


Re-entir ISAPELLA with the tablets, Zanga writes; 
theu reads as to elf. 


Thus it ſtands- 
Thie father's fixt—Don Carlos cannot wed 
Alonzo may—but that will hurt his friend; — 
Nor can he aſk his leave or if he did, 

He might not gain it. lt is hard to give 


Our own conſent to ills, though we muſt bear them, — 


Were it not then a maſterpiece, worth all 
The wildom I can boaſt of, firſt to perſuade 
Alonzo to requelt it of his friend, 
His friend to grant—then from that very grant 
(The ſtrongelt proof of friendſhip man can give), 
And other motives, to work out a ena | 
Of jealouſy, to rack Alonzo's peace? 
I have turn'd o'er the catalogue of woes 
Which (ting the heart of man, and find none equal. 
It is the Hydra of calamities, : 
The ſeven-fold death : the jealous are the damn'd. 
O Jealouſy ! each other paſſion's calm 
To thee, thou conflagration of the ſoul! 
Thou king of torments ! the grand counterpoize 
For all the tranſports Beauty can inſpire! 

Jſab. Alonzo comes this way. 

Aan. Mott opportunely. 
Withdraw - [Exit Iſab.] Ve ſubtile demons which reſide 
In courts, and do your work with bows and {miles 
That little engin'ry, more miſchievous 


Than fleets and armies, and the cannon's murder, 


Teach me to look a he; pive me your maze 
Of gloomy thought, and intricate deſign, 
To catch the man I hate, and then devour, 
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28 The REVENGE A8 11. 


Euter ALONZO. 
My Lord, I give you joy. 
Alon. Of what, good Zanga ? 
Zan. Is not the lovely Leonora yours? 
Alon. What will become of Carlos: ? 
Zan. He's rs friend; 


And ſince he can't 1888 the fair himſelf, 


Will take ſome comfort from Alonzo's fortune. 
Alon. Alas! thou little know'lt the force of love; 
Love reigns a ſultan with unrival'd ſway, 


Puts all relations, Friendſhip's ſelf to death, 
If once he's jealous of it. I love Carlos, 


Yet well I know what pangs I felt this morning 


At his intended nuptials. For myſelf 


I then felt pains, which now for him I feel. 
Zan. You will not wed her then? 
Alon. Not inſtantly : 

Inſult his broken heart this very moment ! 


_ Zan, I underſtand you: but you'll wed hereafter, 
When your friend's gone, and his firſt pain aſſuag'd? 


Alon, Am I to blame for that? 

Zan, My Lord, I love | 
Your very errors, they are born from Virtue.” | 
Your friendſhip (and what nobler paſſion claims 
The heart?) does lead you blindfold to your ruin. 


Conſider, wherefore did Alvarez break 


Don Carlos' match, and wherefore urge Alonzo's ! 1 


T was the ſame RY the love of wealth: to-morrow | 


May ſee Alonzo in Don. Carlos? fortune, 


A higher bidder is a better friend; 
And there are princes ſigh for N 


When your friend's gone you'll wed! why then the cauſe 
Which gives you Leonora now, will ceale. 
Carlos has loſt her; ſhould you loſe her too, 


Why then, you heap new torments on your friend, 


By that reſpec, which labour'd to relieve him 


Tis well; be is diſturb'd, it makes him pauſe, [ Aſide, 


Alon. Tine thou, my Zanga, ſhould J aſk Don Carlos, : 


His goodneſs will content that I ſhould wed her? 
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Zan, I know it would, 
Alou. But then the cruelty 
To ak it, and for me to aſk it of him! 
Zan. Methinks you are ſevere upon your friend: 
ho was it gave him liberty and life? 
Alon. That is the very reaſon which forbids it. 
Were I a ſtranger, I could freely ſpeak : 
In me it lo reſenibles a demand, 


- 


Exacting of a debt, it ſhocks my nature. 


Zan. My Lord, you know the ſad alternative. 
Is Leonora W orth one pang or not? 
it hurts not ine, my Lord, but as I love you ; ; 
Warmly as you, I wiſh Don Carlos well ; 
But I am likewiſe Don Alonzo's friend : 
There all the difference lyes between us two. 
in me, my Lord, you hear another ſelf, 
Aid give me leave to add, a better too, 
Clear'd from thoſe errors, which, tho' caus'd by virtue, 
Are ſuch as may hereafter give you pain—— 
Don Lopez of Caſtille would not demur thus. 
Alon, Peril the name! what! ſacrifice the ſair 
To age and illneis, becauſe ſet in gold? 
1'}l to Don Carlos, if my heart will let me. 
I have not ſeen him ſince his fore affliction ; 
But ſhunn'd it as too terrible to bear. 
How ſhall I bear it now? I'm ſtruck already. 
[Exit Alonzo, 
Zaun. Half of my work h FE done. I mult ſecure 
Don Carlos, ere Alonzo ſpeaks with him, 
[ He gives a meſſage to 0 ſervant ; then returns, 
Proud, hated Spain! oft drench'd in Mooriſh blood, 
Doſt thou not feel a deadly foe within thee 2. 
Shake not thy tow'rs where-e'er I pals along, 
Conicious of ruin, and their great deſtroyer ? 
Shake to the centre, if Alonzo's dear. 
Look down, O holy Prophet! ſee me torture 
This Chriſtian dog, this infidel, who dares 
To ſmite thy votaries, and ſpurn thy law; 
And yet hopes pleaſure from two radiant eyes, 
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Which look as they were lighted up for thee! 
Shall he enjoy thy paradiſe below? 


Blaſt the bold thought, and curſe him with her charms, 


But ſee the melancholy lover comes. 
Euter Dan CARLOS. 


Car, Hope, thou haſt told me lies, from day to-day, 
For more than twenty years: vile promiſer ! 
None here are happy, but the very fool, 

Or very wiſe; and I want fool enough, 

To ſmile in vanities, and hug a ſhadow; 

Nor have I wiſdom to elaborate 

An artificial happineſs from pains : 

Ev'n joys are pains, becauſe they cannot laſt. . 
Yet much is talk'd of bliſs, it is the art 


Of ſuch as have the world in their poſſeſſion, 


To give it a good name, that fools may envy ;. 
For envy to [mall minds is flattery. 
How many lift the head, look gay, and ſmile 
Apainit their conſciences? aud this we know, 
Yet knowing dilbelieve, and try again 
What we have try'd, and ſtruggle with conviction; 
Euch new experience gives the former credit, 
And reverend prey threeſcore is but a voucher, 
That thirty told us true. 

Zaun. My noble Lord, 
L mourn your fate: but are no hopes ſurviving ? 
Car. No hopes. Alvarez has a heart of ſteel] : 
'Tis fixt, 'tis paſt, *tis abfolute deſpair ! 

Z1n. You wanted not to have your heart made rendir 


By your own pains to feel a friend's diſtreſs. 


Car. J underſtand you well. Alonzo loves; 
J pity him. 

Zan, | dare be ſworn you do, 
Yet he has other thoughts. 

Car. What canſt thou mean? 

Zan. Indeed he has, and fears to aſk a favour 
A ſtranger from a ſtranger miglit requeſt, 
What coſts you nothing, yet is all to him; 
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Nay what indeed will to your glory add, 
For nothing more than wiſhing your friend well. 

Car. I pray be plain: his happineſs is mine. 

Zan. He loves to death, but is reveres his friend, 
He can't perſuade his heart to wed the mai, 
Without your leave, and that he fears to aſk, 


In perfect tenderneſs I urg'd him to it, 


Knowing the deadly ſickneſs of his heart, 
Your overflowing goodnels to your iriend, 
Your wildom,. and deſpair yourſelf to wed her, 


I wrung a promiſe from him he would try : 


And now I come a mutual friend to both, 
Without his privacy, to let you know it, 
And to prepare you kindly to receive him. 
Car. Ha! if he weds, I am undone indeed: 
Not Don Alvarez? ſelf can then relieve me. 
Zan. Alas! my Lord, you know /iis heart is ſteel; 
Tis fixt ! "tis paſt! "tis abſolute deſpair !- 
Car. O cruel Heaven! and is it not enough. 
That I muſt never, never ſee her more? 


Say, is it not enough that I muſt die; 


But muſt I be tormented in the grave? 

Aſk my conſent ! muſt I then give her to him ?- 
Lead to his nuptial ſheets the bluſhing maid? - 
Oh! Leonora ! never, never, never! 


Aan. A ſtorm of plagues upon him! he refuſes, [ARG WE, 


Car, What! wed her?—and to- day? ? 
Zan, To-day, or never. 
To-morrow may ſome wealthier lover bring, 
Abd then Alonzo is drawn out like you 
Then whom ſhall he condemn for his misfortune ?_ 
Carlos is an Alvarez to his love. 
Car. O torment! whither ſhall I turn? 
Zan. To peace. | 
Car. Which is the way ? 
Zn. His happineſs is yours . 
I dare not diſbelieve you, 
Car. Kill my friend ! 
Or worle ! alas! and can there be a worſe !-— 
A worſe there is; nor can my nature bear it, 
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But put it moſt ſeverely 


32 The REV RN GE. Act H. 


Zan. You have convinc'd me 'tis a dreadfal taſk. 


TI find &loazo's quitting her this morning 


For Carlos? fake in tenderneſs to you, 
Betray'd me to believe it leis ſevere 
Than I purceive it i 

Car. Thou dolt upbraid me. 

Zan. No, my good Lord; but ſince vou can't comp! Ys 
'Tis my misfortune that I mention'd it; 
For had I not, Alonzo would indeed 
Ilave dy'd, as now; but not by your decree. 

Car. By my decree ! do I decree his death ? 
I do—ſhall I then lead her to his arms! 
O! which ſide ſhall I take ? be ſtabb'd? or ſtab? 
”Tis equal death, a choice of agonies, 
Ah, no! all other agonies are eale 
To one -O Leonora !—never, never! 


o, Zanga, go, defer the drendful trial, 


Tho' but a day; ſomething perchance may happen 


To often all to friendſhip, and to love. 


Go, ſtop my friend; let me not {ce him now, 
But fave us from an interview of death. 
Zan, My Lord, I'm bound in duty to obey ou 
If I not bring 1 may Alonzo proſper. [ Aſide. 
[ Exit Zanpa, 
Car. What is this world thy ſchool, 0 Miſery! 
Our only leſlon is to learn to ſuffer, 
And he who knows not that, was born for nothing, 
Tho? deep my pangs, and heavy at my heart, 
My comfort is, each moment takes away 3 
A grain at leaſt from the dead load that's on me, 
And gives a nearer proſpect of the grave. 
ſhould I live- 
Live long — Alas! there is no length in time; 


Not in thy time, O man! what's fourſcore years? 


Nay, what indeed, the age of time itſelf, 
Since cut from out eternity's wide round? 


Away then. To a mind reſolv'd and wile, 


There is an impotence in miſery, 
Which makes me ſinile, when all its ſhafts are in me. 
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F | Yet, Leonora—ſhe can make time long, 


Its nature alter, as ſhe alter'd mine. 
While in the luſtre of her charms I lay, 
Whole ſummer ſuns roll'd unperceiv'd away; 
years for days, and days for moments told, 
And was ſurpris'd to hear that I grew old; 
Now fate does rigidly its dues regain, 5 
And every moment is an age of pain. 


As he is going out, Enter ZANGA and ALONZO, 
Zanga ſtops Carlos. | 


Zan, Is this Don Carlos? this the boaſted friend 
How can you turn your back upon his ſadneſs ? 
Look on him, and then leave him if you can. 

Whole ſorrows thus depreſs him? not his own; 

This moment he could wed, without your leave. 

Cay, I cannot yield, nor can I bear his griefs, 
ons. [Going to him, and taking his hand, 

Alon. O Carlos! 

Car. Pray, forbear. 

Alon. Art thou uudone, and ſhall Alonzo ſmile! ! 
Alonzo! who perhaps in ſome degree 
Contributed to cauſe thy dreadful fate : 


I was deputed guardian of thy love; 


But, oh! I lov'd myſelf, Pour down afflictions 
On this devoted head; wake me your mark; 


And be the world by my example taught, 


How ſacred it ſhould hold the name of friend, 
Car. You charge yourſelf unjuſtly ; well I know 
The only cauſe of my ſevere affliction, 
Alvarez, curs'd Alvarez - ſo much anguiſh 
Felt for fo {mall a failure, is one merit 


Which faulilels virtue wants. The ci ime was mine, 
Who plac'd thee there, where only thou could'ſt fail; 


Tho' well I knew that dreadful poſt of honour 
I gave thee to maintain. Ah ! who could bear 
Thole eyes unhurt? the wounds mylelf have felt, 


(Wich wounds alone {houid cauſe me to condemn thee): 
They plead in thy excule ; for I too (trove 


To ſhun thoſe fires, and found *twas not in man. 
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Would have ſtuck cloſe, and clung for ever there? 


While this blood flows, it flows for my Alonao, 


And me providing for a flood of joys, 8 \ 
Rich in the plunder of his happineſs? 5 
No, I may die; but I can never ſpeak. _ mw \ 
Car. Now, now it comes! they are concerting it. #2 0 
The firſt word ſtrikes me dead -O Leonora! 4 þ 
And ſhall another taſte her fragrant breath? E- 1 
Who knows what after-time may bring to paſs? 7 1 
Fathers may change, and I may wed her (till. LAſide. F ; 
Alon, 10 Zan. ] Do I not ſee him quite poſſels'd with 1 
anguiſh, - 
Which, like a demon, writes bim to and fro? id 
And ſhall I pour in new? no, fond deſire, | I 
No, love! one pang at parting, and farewell. E] 


Doſt preis my hand, and weep upon my cheek ? 
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Ahn. You caſt in ſhades the failures of a friend, 2 At 
And ſoften all; but think not you deceive me; 1 T. 
J know my guilt, and I implore your pardon, 4 Fe 
As the ſole glimpſe I can obtain of peace. 5 


Car. Pardon for him, who but this morning threw 
Fair Leonora from his heart, all bath'd 

In ceaſeleſs tears, and bluſhing with her love? 
Who, like a rote-leaf wet with morning dew, 


= 'rwas in thee, thro” fondneſs to thy friend, 
To that thy boſom againſt ecſtaſies; 
For which, whilſt this pulle beats, it beats to thee ; ; 


And every with is levelPd at thy joy, 
Zan, 10 Alon. ] My Lord, my Lord, this is your time 


1 2 Zan. ] Becauſe ne's kind? it therefore 3 is tble 1 
worſt; | | 4 
For 'tis his kindneſs which I Fl to hurt, [2 


Shall the ſame moment {ee him ſink in woes, 


I have no other love but Carlos now. 
Car. Alas! my friend, why with ſuck eager graſp 


Alon. If after death our forms (as ſome believe) 
Shall be tranſparent, naked every thought, 
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7 and friends meet friends, and read each others heart, l 
? Thou'lt know one day, that thou waſt held molt dear. | 
Farewell. 1 
Car. Alonzo, ſtay he cannot ſpeak— [Holds him, [ 
Li eſt it ſhould grieve me—Shall I be outdone ? | | 
And loſe in glory, as I loſe in love? [Aſide. 
I take it much unkindly, my Alonzo, 
2 You think io meanly of me, not to ſpeak, 
1 When well I know your heart is near to burſting. 
Have you forgot how you have bound me to you? | | 
3 Your ſmalleſt friendſhip's liberty and life. - 
Ion. There, there it is, my friend, it cuts me there. 
How dreadful is it to a generous mind | 
To aſk, when ſure it cannot be deny'd ! 
1 4 Car. How greatly e in all he tow'rs above me. 
: l 
ph Then you confeſs you would akk ſomething of me. 


Alon. No, on my ſoul. 

Zan. to Alon. ] Then loſe her. 

Car, Glorious ſpirit ! 

Why, what a pang has he run through for this? 
135 By Heav'n, I envy bim his agonies. 

Why was not mine the moſt illuſtrious lot, 

Of farting, at one action from below, 

And flaming up into conſummate greatneſs? 
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> Ha! angels, ſtrengthen me !—it {hall be fo— 1 

b I can't want ſtrength. Great actions, once conceiv's. | 

] > Strengthen like wine, and animate the foul, _ | 

n And call themſelves to being. [A/ide.]—My Alonzo ! [ 
Since thy great ſoul diſdains to make requeſt, 

> Receive with favour that I make to thee. | 

4 alun What means, my Carlos? ; | 

Can. Pray obſerve me well. | 

4 Fate and Alvarez tore her from my heart, 

And plucking up my love, they had well nigh 1 

5 Pluck'd up life too, for they were twin'd together. | 

E Of that no more—what now does reaſon bid? ; f 

I cannot wed farewell my e | | | 

But, O my ſoul, with care provide {or her's. þ 

In life, how weak, how helpleſs 1 is a Won. an! N ( 


So properly the object of affliction, 


Wich thy ſurrounding arms. Do this, and then 


With any thing that lays in pains for thee. 
Thou doſt diſſemble, and thy heart's in tears. 


Car. Ido not part with her, I give ner these. M0 
Alon. O Carlos! - 0 
Car. Don't diſtruſt me, I'm dere. | | 1 1 
Nor is it more than ſimple juſtice in me. A 
This morn didſt thou reſign her for my ſake ; bt A 
I but perform a virtue learnt from thee ; 1 0 
Diſcharge a debt, and pay her to thy wiſhes, T 1 
Alon. Ah, how ?—but think not ever words were made 
For ſuch occaſions. Silence, tears, embraces, Ic 
Ate languid eloquence : Pll ſeek relief 14 \ 
In abience from the pain of ſo much goodneſs; 41 
8 

f 
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Why that was greatly done, *ithout one ſigh, [T's Carlos. 
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Soon hurt, in happineſs itſelf unſafe, 
And often wounded while ſhe plucks the roſe; 


That Heav'n is pleas'd to make diftreſs become her, 1 
And dreſſes her moſt amiably i in tears. 

Take then my heart in dowry with the fair. 
Be thou her guardian, and thou muſt be mine. 
Shut out the thouſand preſſing ills of life 


Set down the liberty and life thou gav'ſt me, 
As little things, as eſſays of thy goodneſs, 
And rudiments of friendſhip ſo divine. 
Alon. There is a grandeur in thy goodneſs to me, 
Which with thy foes would render thee ador'd. 
But have a.care, nor think I can be pleasd 
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Car. My heart's in health, my ſpirits dance their round) 
And at my eye Pleaſure looks out in ſmiles. | 
Alon. And canſt thou, canſt thou part with Leonora? 


There thank ite bleſs'd above, thy foie ſfup:sriors, : 
Adore, and raiſg my thouphis of them by thee. [ Exit. 
Zan. Thus ſar ſucceſs has crown'd my boldeſt hope. 
My next care is to haſten theſe new nuptials, | 
And then ny maſter-works begin to play. [Aſh 


To carry ſuch a glory to itz period. | 
Car. Too 1oon thou praiſeſt me. He's gone, and now 
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I muſt unfluice my over-burden'd heart, 

And let it flow. I would not grieve my friend 

With tears, nor interrupt my great deſign, 

Great ſure as ever human breaſt durſt think of. 

But now my ſorrows, long with pain ſuppreſs d, 


Burſt their confinement with! e ſway, 
O'erſwell all bounds, and bear e'en life away. 
So tilb the day was won, the Greek renown'd, 
With anguiſh wore the arrow in his wound, 
Then drew the ſhaft from out his tortur'd ſide, 
Let t guſh the torrent of his _ and dy'd, 


[Exeunt, 
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ACT WM. SCENE L 
Enter ZANGA and Is ABELLA, 


LANG As. 


O jov, thou welcome ſtranger! twice three years 
I have not felt thy vital beam; but now. 
It warms my veins, and plays around my heart; 
A fiery inſtinct lifts me from the ground. 
And 1 could mount —Tbe ſpirits numberleſs 
* Of my dear countrymen, which yeſterday 
L. eft their poor bleeding bodies on the field, 
ade 15 Are all aſſembled here, and o'er- inform me, —- 
DO bridegroom ! great indeed thy preſent bliſs; 
Vet evin by me unenvy'd; for be ſure 
It is thy laſt, thy laſt ſmile, that which now 
Sits on thy cheek ; enjoy it while thou may'ſt; 
Anguiſh, and groans, and death beſpeak to-morrow, 
My Iſabella! 

Iſab, What commands, my Moor ? 

Zan. My fair ally ! my lovely miniſter !. 
'Twas well Alvarez, by my arts impelbd, 
(To plunge Den Carlos in the laſt deſpair, 
And lo prevent all future moleſtation), 
Finiſn'd the nuptials ſoon as he reſolv'd them: 
This conduct ripen'd all for wy and ruin, 
Vor, 1X, 2 
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Scarce had the prieſt the holy rite perform'd, 
When, by ſacred inſpiration, forg'd 

That letter, which I truſted to thy hand; 

That letter, which.in glowing terms conveys, 
From happy Carlos to fair Leonora, 

The moſt profound acknowledgment of heart, 
For wond'rous tranſports, which he never. knew. 
This is a good ſubſervient artifice, 

To aid the nobler workings of my brain. 


Iſab. I quickly drop'd it in the bride's apartment, 


As you commanded, 
Zan. With a lucky hand; 
For ſoon Alonzo found it: I obſerv'd him 
From out my ſecret ſtand. He took it up; 
But ſcarce was it.unfolded to his ſight, 
When he, as if an arrow pierc'd his eye, 
Started, and, trembling, drop'd it on the ground. 
Pale and aghaſt a-while my victim ſtood, 


Diſguis'd a ſigh or two, and puff'd them from him 5: 


Then rubb'd his brow, and took it up again. 
Arfirſt he look'd, as if he meant to read it; 
But check'd by riſing fears, he cruſſ'd it thus, 
And thruft it, like an adder, i in his boſom. | 
Iſab. But if he read it not, it cannot ting him, 
At leaſt not mortally, 
Zan. At firſt I thought ſo; "WM 
But farther though: oforms- me otherways, 
And turns this diſappointment to account. 
He more ſhall credit it, becauſe unſeen, 
{If "tis unſeen) as thou anon may'lt find. 


Iſab. That would indeed commend my Zanga's kill. 


Zan. This, Iſabella, is Don Carlos? picture; 
cake it, and ſo diſpoſe of it, that found, 
It may raiſe up a witnels of ber love, 
'Under her plow, in her cabinet, 
Or elſewhere, as ſhall beſt promote our end. 
Iſab. I'll weigh tt as its conſequence requires, 


Then do my utmoſt to deſerve your ſmile. [Exii Iſab. 


Zun. Is that. Alonzo proſtrate on the ground? 
Non he ſtarts up like flame from Nleeping amber 
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And wild diſtractiom glares from either eye. 


If thus a ſlight ſurmiſe can work his ſoul, 
How will the fulneſs of the tempeſt tear him! 


Enter ALONZO. 


Alon. And yet it cannot be—I am deceiv/d=— 
11 oo ber: ſhe wears the face of heavin.,,  . . 
Ea. He doubts. [Aſide. 
Alon. I dare not look on this again. 
I the firſt glance, which gave ſuſpicion only, 
1 Had ſuch, effect, ſo ſmote my heart and brain, 
> The certainty would daſh me all in pieces. we 
I cannot—Ha! it muſt, it muſt be true. [Starts, 
Zan. Hold there, and we ſucceed, He has deſcry'd me, 
And (for he thinks I love him) will unfold 
His aching heart, and reſt it on my counlel,. * 
I' ſeem to go, to make my ſtay more ſure, [Aide 
Alon, Hold, Zanga, turn. 2 
Zan, My Lord. 
Alon, Cloſe ſhut the Joor, | 
That not a ſpirit find an entrance here, 


( — 
Zan. My Lord's obey'd. 
Alon. I ſee that thou art frighted. 
If thou doſt love me, I ſhall fill thy heart 
Witch ſcorpion ſtings. | 
4 Zan. If I do love, my Lord! | 3Y 
'*» Alon, Come near me, let me reſt upon thy boſom, 6 
(What pillow like the boſom of a  Irien 5 5 | 
Por JI am ſick at heart. ot | 
Zan. Speak, Sir! O, ſpeak, 
2 [4 And take me from the rack ! | | 
Kill, Alon. And is there need | | | 
: Of words? Behold a wonder! See my tears! 5 | 
Zan. I feel them too. Heav'n grant my ſenſes ſail me! x 4 
I rather would loſe them, than have this real. ] 
2 Alon. Go, take a round through? all things in thy | ) 
I | thought, | 7 
And find that one, for there is only one 5 4 
Iſab. 4 Which could extort my tears ; find that, and tell | f 
4 Thylelf my miſery, and ſpare me the.pain, 1 
3 D 2 4 
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Zan. Sorrow can think but ill—1 am bewilder'd ; 
J know not where I am. 
Alon, Think, think. no more, 


It ne'er can enter in an honeſt heart. 


J'Il tell thee then, —I cannot——yet I do, 


y wanting force to give it utterance, 


"Zan, Speak, eaſe your heart ; J its throbs will break 
your boſom. 
Alon. I am moſt happy; wine i is victory, 
Mine the King's favour, mine the nation's ſhout, 


And great men make their ſortunes of my ſmiles. 


O curſe of curſes! in the lap of bleſſing 
To be moſt curs'd! my Leonora's falſe! 
Zan. Save me, my Lord! 


Alon. My Leonora's falſe ! [Gives him the letter. 


Zan, Then Heaven has Joſt its image here on earth! 


(While Zanga reads the letter, he trembles, and 
eus the utmoſt concern. 
Alon. Good. natur'd man! he makes my pains his own. 
J durſt not read it, but I read it now 
In thy concern. 
Zan. Did you not read it then? 


Alon. Mine eye juſttouch'd it, and could bear no more. 


| Lan. Thus periſh all that * Alonzo pain. 


[Tears the letter. | 


Alon, Why didſt thou tear it? 
Zan, Think of it no more. | 
'T was your miſtake, and groundlefs are your fears, 
Alon. And didſt thou tremble then for my miſtake ? 
or give the whole contents, or by the paygs 
That feed upon my heart thy life's in danger! 
Zan. Is this Alonzo's language to his Zanga ? 
Drau forth your ſword, and find the ſecret here. 
For u hoſe ſake is it, think you, I conceal it? 
Wherefore this rage? becauſe I ſeek your peace ? 
J have no intereſt in ſuppreſſing it, 
But what good-natur'd tenderneſs for you 
Obliges me to have. Not mine the heart 


That will be rent in two, not mine the fame 


That will be damn'd, tho” all the world ſhould know ie, 


Kay vow ® 


Acc III. The REVENGE. 4 
Alon. Then my worſt fears are true, and life is paſt, 
Zan. What has the raſhneſs of my paſſion utter'd ? 
I know not what: but rage is our diſtraction, 
And all its words are wind—yet ſure, I think, 
1 nothing own'd—but grant I did confeſs, 
What is a letter? letters may be forg'd. 
For Heaven's ſweet ſake, my Lord, FOE up Your heart; 
Some foe to your repoſe 
Alon. So Heav'n look on me, 
As I can't find the man J have offended. 
Zan. Indeed! LA de.] Our innocence is not our 
= ſhield. 
They take offence, who have not been offended; 
They ſeek our ruin too, who ſpeak us fair, 
And death is oſten ambuſh'd in our fmiles. 
We know not whom we have to fear. Tis certain. 
A letter may be forg'd; and in a point 
Of ſuch a dreadful conſequence as this, 
One would rely on nought that might be falſe— 
7 Think, have you any other cauſe to doubt her? 
Away, you can find none. Reſume Fug Die - 
Alls well again. 
Alon. O, that it were! 
V | 8 
Por who would credit that, which credited, 5 
2 Makes hell ſuperfluous by ſuperior pains, 

Without ſuch proofs as cannot be withſtood? 

Hias ſhe not ever been to virtue train'd ? 
9 Is not her fame as ſpotleſs as the ſun, 
Her ſex's envy, and the boaſt of Spain? 
Alon. O Zanga! it is that confounds me moſt, 
That full in oppoſition to appearance- 
Zan. No more, my Lord, ſor you condemn yourlell, 
+ What is abſurdity, but to believe 
2 Apainſt appearance ?—You can't vet, I find, 
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2 Subdue your paſſion to your better ſenſe ; 

And truth to tell, it doth not much diſpleaſe me. 

Lis fit our indiſcretions ſhould be check'd 15 

Wich ſome degrees of pain. 

Alon. What indiſcretion? — 
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Zan, Come, you mult bear to hear your faults from me, 
Had you.not ſent Don Carlos to the court 
The night before the battle, that foul ſlave, 
Who forg'd the ſenſeleſs ſcroll which gives you pain, 


Had wanted footing tor his villainy. 


Alon. I ſent him not, | | TINY 
Zan, Not ſent him! Ha !—that ſtrikes me. 


J thought he came on meſſage to the King. 
Is there another cauſe could juſtify | 
His ſhunning danger, and the promis'd fight ? > 


But I perhaps may think too rigidly ; 


So long an abſence and impatient love 


Aon. In my confuſion, that had quite eſcap'd me. 
By Heay'n, my wounded ſoul does bleed afreſh !_ 
Tis clear as day—for Carlos is ſo brave, 

He lives not but on fame, he hunts for danger, 
And is enamour'd of the face of Death. | 
How then could he decline the next day's battle, 


4 J# 24 4 


To buy the rin of his. friend! I 


Zan, You wrong him: 
He knew not of your love, 
Alon. Ha! 
Zan, That ſtings home,” RD | [Afide. 
Alon. Indeed he knew not of my 8 love 


Proofs riſe on proofs, ang ſtil] the }aſt the wonnen: 
Th! eternal law of things declares it true, 


Which cells for jadgments on diſtinguiſh'd guilt, 
And loves io make our crime our puniſh ment. 


Love is my torture, love was firſt my crime; 


For ſhe was his, my friend's, and he (O horror 2. 
Confided all in me. O ſacred faith! 


How dearly I abide thy violation ! 


Zan. Were then their loves far gone? 
Alon. The father's will | 
There bore a total ſway ; and he, as ſoon. 
As news arriv'd that Carlos” fleet was ſeen 


From off our coaſt, fir'd with the love of gold, 
Dctermin'd, that the very ſun which law 
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c III. The REVENGE 43 
„Carlos return, ſhould ſee his daughter wed. 
1 Zan. Indeed, my Lord, then you muſt parden me, 
If I preſume to mitigate the crime. 
3 Conſider, ſtrong allurements ſoften guilt ; 
: Long was his abſence, ardent was his love, 
At midnight his return, the next day deſtin'd 
For his eſpouſals——'twas a ſtrong temptation. 
Alon. Temptation! 
Zan. Twas but gaining of one night. | 
Alon. One night! 
Zan, That crime could ne'er return again. | 
Alon, Again! by Heaven, thou doſt inſult thy lord. 
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Temptation One niglit gain'd O ſtings and death ! 
And am I then undone? Alas, my Zanga! 

And doſt thou own it too? deny it till, 

And reſcue me one moment from diſtraction. 


5 Zan. My Lord, I hope the beſt. 

Alon. Falſe, fooliſh hope, 

And inſolent to me! Thou know'ſt it falſe; 

It is as glaring as the noon-tide ſun. | 
2 Devil! this morning, after three years coldneſs, 
Too ruſh at once into a paſſion for me! ; 
'Twas time to feign, *twas time to get another, — 
When her firſt fool was ſated with her beauties. 
ct | Zan. What ſays my Lord? did Leonora then 


- | Never before diſcloſe her pallion for you? 333 
5 Alon. Never. | F 
an. Throughout the whole bros” years — | = | 
Alon. O never, never! ; 
© Why, Zanga, ſhould'ſt thou ſtrive? 'tis all in vain ! f 
Though my ſoul labours, it can find no reed 4 
For hope to catch at. Ah! I'm plunging down j 
” Ten thouſand thouſand fathoms in deſpair, {9 it 
as. Hold, Sir, I'll break your fall—wave ev'ry N q 
And be a man again—had he enjoyed her, | 
he moſt aſſur'd he had reſign'd her to you [ 
With leſs reluctance. j 

Alon. Ha, refign her to me! | 


Reſign her ! who — ler double death! ft 


44 The REVENGE. Aan ff, 
How could I doubt ſo long? my heart is broke. | 


Firſt love her to diſtradtion, then reſign her! K 
| Zan. But was it not with utmoſt agony ? | Te 
Alon. Grant that, he till reſſ ign'd her, that's enough, 4 
Would he pluck out his eye to give it me? f Tl 
| Tear out his heart ?—She was his heart no more —- , A 
Nor was it with reluctance he reſign'd her. N Ne 
| Buy Heaven, he aſk'd, he courted me to wed, | Bu 
| I thought it ſtrange; "tis now no longer ſo. 1 
| Zan, Was't his requeſt? Are you right ſure of Ant ? 1 

I fear the letter was not all a tale. | 1 

Alon, A tale! there's proof equivalent to ſight. 5 
Zan. I ſhould diſtruſt my ſight on this occaſion. W 
Alon. And ſor ſhould I; by Heaven I think I ſhould. ; Bet 
* © What, Leonora the Feine by whom f Sue 
We gueſs'd at angels? O, Pm all confuſion. Bt a Th 
Zan. You are now too much ruffled to think clearly, ö ID 
Since bliſs and honour, life and death hang on it, | Do 
Go to your chamber, there maturely weigh | g > 
Each circumſtance ; conſider, above- ail, 1 
That it is jealouſy's peculiar nature ; Bu 
To ſwell ſmall things to great; nay, out of nought ) wi 


To conjure much, and then to loſe its reaion, 
Amid the hideout phantoms it has form'd 
Alon. Had I ten thouſand lives, I'd gives them all 
| To be deceiv'd. I fear 'tis doomſday with me; 
| And yet ſhe ſeem'd fo pure, that 1 thought Heaven 
: Borrow'd her form for Virtue's ſelf to wear, | 
| To gain her lovers with the {ons of men. | £x77 Alon, 
| Enter ISABELLA. | 
Zan, Thus far it works auſp:icioully. My patient 
Thrives underneath my hand in milery. | 
He's gone to think, that is, to be ditiratted, 
Tſab, I overheard your conference, and ſaw you, 
To my amazement, tear the letter, 
— A : ö $ 
There, Iſabella, I out-did my ſelf. — 
For tearing it, I not ſecure it only 
In its firſt force; but ſuperadd a new, RE JL} 


W 


* 


For who can now the character examine, 

To cauſe a doubt, much leſs detect the fraud? 
And after tearing it, as loth to ſhew 

The foul contents, if I ſhould ſwear it no- 

A forgery, my Lord would diſbelieve me, 

| Nay more, would diſbelieve, the more I ſwore, 
But is the picture happily diſpos d of? 


O dire neceſſity! is this my province ? 

Whither, my ſoul, ah, whither art thou ſunk 

| Beneath thy ſphere? ere while, far, far above 

| Such little arts, diſſemblings, falſehoo ds, frauds, 
The traſh of villainy itſelf, which falls 

To cowards, and poor wretches wanting bread. 
Does this become a ſoldier ? this become 5 


My martial glory withers at the tnought. 

But great my end, and ſince they are none other, 
Theſe means are juſt, they ſhine with borrowed light, 
| Huſtrious from the purpoſe they purſue, a 


And reaſon knits th' inextricable toil, | 
| In which herſelf is taken! I am loſt, | 
| Poor inſect that I am, I am involv'd, 


act iV. The REVENGE. 45 


Iſab. It is. 


Zan, That's well—ah ! what is well? 0 pang 
think! 


Whom armies followed, and a people lov'd? 


And greater ſure my merit, who, to gain 
A point ſublime, can ſuch a taſk ſuſtaing. 
To wade through ways obſcene, my honour bend, ; 
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And ſhock my nature to attain my end: F 
Late time ſhall wonder, that my joys will raiſe; 1 

For wonder is involuntary praiſe. [ Excun?, 5 
ACT IV. SCENE 1. | 
Enter ALonzo and ZANGAs | 

| ALonzo. | 
O WHAT a pain to think! when every thought, 1 


Perplexing thought! in intricacies runs, 
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And bury'd i in the web myſelf have wrought. 

One argument is balanc'd by another, 

And reaſon, reaſon meets in double fight, 

And proofs are countermin'd by equal proofs, : 
No more I'll bear this battle of the min, | 
This inward anarchy ; but find wy wite, | 

And to her trembling heart preſenting death, 


Force all the ſecret from her. 


£18, Oo forbear ! 


You totter on the very brink of ruin. 


Alon, What doſt thou mean? 
Zin. That will diſcover all, 


— 


And kill my hopes; what can 1 think or do? [ A/ider - 


Alon. What doſt thou murmur ?- 
Zan. Force the ſecret from her! 


What's perjury to ſuch a crime as this? 
Wil ſhe confels it then? O groundleſs hope! 


But reſt aſſur'd, ſhe'll make this accuſation, 
Or falſe or true, your ruin with the king; 


Such 1s her father's power, 


Alon. No more, I care not ; 


Rather than groan beneath this load I'll die. 


Zan. But for what better will you change this load? 


Grant you ſhould know it, would not that be worſe ? 


Alon. No, it would cure me of my mortal pangs, 


By hatred and contempt : I ſhould deſpiſe her; 


And all my love-bred agonies would vaniſh. 
Zan. Ah! were I ſure of that, my Lord 
Alon. What then? 
Zan. Vou ſhould not hazard life to gain the ſecret, 
Alon. What doſt thou- mean ? thou- know'ſt I'm. on 
the rack: 


I'll not be play'& with; ſpeak, if thou e e, | 


Or I this inſtant fly to Leonora. 
Zan. That is, to death. My Lord, I am not 9 
Quite ſo far gone in guilt to ſuffer it, 


Though gone too far, Heav'n knows —'tis I am Gy . 


T have took pains, as you I know obſerv'd, 
To hinder you from diving in the ſecret, 
And turn d aſide your W from che detecdion. 
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Alon. Thou doſt. confound me. 
Zan. I confound mylelf, 


And frankly own, though to my ſhame I own it, h 
Nought but your life in danger could have torn 
The ſecret out, and made me own my. crime, 


Alon. Speak quickly; Zanga, pens 
Zan, Not yet, dread Sir ; 


"Firſt I muſt be aſſur'd, that if you find- 


The fair one guilty, 7 va -as you aſſur'd me, 
Shall conquer love and rage, and heal your foul, 

Alon. O, it will, by Heaven. 

Zan. Alas, I fear it much! 
And ſcarce can hope ſo far; but I of this | 
Exact your ſolemn oath, that you'll abſtain 
From all ſelf-violence, and ſave my Lord. 

Alon. I trebly ſwear. | 

Zan, You'll bear it like a man? 
Alon. A god. | 


Zan. Such have you been to me, TIED tears confeſs i it, 


And pour'd forth miracles of kindneſs on me: 
And what amends is now within my pow'r, 
But to confeſs, expoſe myſelf to juſtice, 
And as a blefling claim my puniſhment ? 
Know then, Don Carlos, —— | 
Alon, Oh! | 
Zan. You cannot bear it. 
Alon. Go on; I'll have it, though. it blaſt mankind ; 


Il have it all, nd inſtantly. Go on. 


Zan, Don Carlos did return at dead of night,— 


Enter 'LEONORA. 


Leon. My Lord Alonzo, you are abſent from us, 
And quite undo our joy. | 
Alon. Pll come, my love: 
Be not our friends deſerted by us both; 
I'Il follow you this moment. 
Leon. My good Lord, 
I do obſerve ſeverity of thought 
* pon your brow. - Aught hear you from the Moors 5 
ow, No, wy 1 
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Leon, What then employed your mind ? 


Alon. Thou, love, and only thou; ſo Heav'n befriend me, 


As other thought can find no entrance here, 


Leon. How good in you, my Lord, whom nations” cares 


Solicit, and a world in arms obey, 
To drop one thought on me ! 
I [He eus the utmoſt impatience 
Alon. Doſt thou then prize it? 
Leon. Do you then aſk it? 
Alon. Know then to thy comfort, | 
Thou haſt me all; my throbbing heart is full 
With thee alone, I've thought of nothing elle ; 


Nor ſhall, I from my ſoul believe, till death. F 
My life, our friends . thee. | 


Leon. TI obey. | Exit Leonora. 
Alon. Is that the face of curs'd ypocriſy? 1 


If ſhe is guilty, ſtars are made of darkneſs, 
And beauty ſhall belong no more to heaven. 


Don Carlos did return at dead of night, 


Proceed, good Zanga, ſo thy tale began. 


Zan. Don Carlos did return at dead of night; 
That night, by chance (ill chance for me) did 1 


Command the watch that guards the palace gate. 


He told me he had letters for the King, 


'Diſpatch'd from you. 


Alon. The villain lied, 
Zan, My Lord, 


J pray. forbear. — Tranforted at this phe, | 
After ſo long a bondage, and your friend, 


(Who could ſuſpect him of an artifice?), 


No farther I enquir'd, but let him pals, 


Falſe to my truſt, at leaſt imprudent i in its 
Our watch reliev'd, I went into the garden, 


As is my cuſtom, when the night's ſerene, 


And took a moon-light walk ; when ſoon I heard 
A ruſtling in an arbour that was near me, 


I ſaw two lovers in each other's arms, 
Embracing and embrac'd. Anon the man 


Aroſe, and falling back ſome paces from her, 


Gaz'd ardently a while, then ruſl'd at once, 
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A&IV. The REVENGCG fF, 39 
And throwing all himſelf into her boſom, 
There ſoftly ſigh'd, O night of ecſtaſy! 
« When ſhall we meet again?” Don Carlos then 
Led Leonora forth. 

Alon. O! O my heart! [He finks into a NES 
Zan. Groan on, and with the ſound refreſh my ſodl. 


Tis through his heart; his knees ſmite one another; 


'Tis through his brain; his eyeballs roll in anguith. [ Aſide. 
My Lord, my Lord, why will you rack my ſoul? 
Speak to me, let me know that you ſtill live. 

De you not know me, Sir? Pray look upon me; 

You think too deeply, I am your own Zanga, 

So lov'd, fo cheriſt'd, and fo faithful to you. _— 
Where ſtart you in ſuch fury? Nay, my Lord, 

For Heaven's ſake ſhearh your: {word ! What can this 

mean? 

Fool that I was, to truſt you with the ſecret; 

And you unkind, to break your word with me. 
O paſſion for a woman! On the ground! 

Where is your boaſted courage? where your ſcorn, 
'And prudent rage that was to cure your grief, 

And chace your love-bred agonies away? | 

Rife, Sir, for honour's ſake, Why ſhould the Moors, 
'Why ſhould the vanquith'd nh 5 | 

Alon. Would to Heaven 5 

That I were lower (till ! O The was all! | 

My fame, my friendſhip, and my love of arms, 


All ſtoop'd to her; my blood was her poſſeſſion. 


Deep in the ſecret foldings of my heart 

She liv'd with life, and far the dearer ſhe.. 
But—and no more —ſet nature in a blaze, 
Give her-a fit of jealouſy - away 

Te think on't is the torment of the damn'd; 
And not to think owt is'impoſlible, | 
How fair the cheek that firſt alarm'd my ſoul! 
How bright the eye that ſets it on a flame ! 
How ſoft the breaſt, on which I laid my peace 
For years to ne unawak'd by care 

How fierce the tranſport! how ſublime the bliſs ! 


How deep, how black the horror and deſpair ! 
Fo Y Ly IX, E 
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Zan. You ſaid, you'd bear it like a man. 
Alon. 1 do. 
Am I not moſt diſtracted ? 
Zan. Pray be calm, 
Alon. As hurricanes : be thou aſſur'd of that, 
Zan. Is this the wile Alonzo? 
Alon. Villain, no. | 
He dy'd in tl? arbour; he was murder'd theres ; 
J am his dæmon though My wife, my wiſet 
Zan, Alas! he weeps. 
Alon. Go, dig her grave. 
Zan, My Lord! | | 
Alon. But that her blood's too hot, T would carouſe it 
Around my bridal board. | 5 
Zan, And I would pledge thee, - Aſides 
Alon. But I may talk too faſt. Pray, let me think, 


And reaſon mildly.— Wedded, and undone, 


Before one night deſcends, —O haſty evil! 


What friend to comfort me in this extreme! 


Where's Carlos? why is Carlos abſent from me? 
Does he know what has happened? 
Zan, My good Lord! 
Alon. O depth of horrors !—he l my boſom friend! 
Zan. Alas! compoſe yourſelf, my Lord. 
Alon. To death. 


Gaze on her with both eyes ſo ardently / 


Give them to knee tear them all in pieces! 


Zan. Moſt excc ut! |  [Afide, 


Alon. Hark! 041 an keep a ſecret, 
In yonder arbot ind with jeſſamin, 


Who's that? what Hain's that? unhand her—murder— 
Fear them aſundc: -311rder—how they grind 


My heart betwizt {211 | 0) Jet go my heart! 
"Yet let it po ——en:4c4427, and embrac'd/ 
O peſtilence! Who im in? a traitor! 


[Co to ſtab Zanga, he prevents TRE 


Alas! my head turns cal; and my limbs fail me. 
Zan. My Lord! | 
Alen. O villain, vi n, moſt accurs'd ! 


* 


2 bon didſt know“ it, why didſt let me wed? 
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Zan. Hear me, my Lord, your anger will abate. 
T knew it not; I ſaw them in the garden, 
But ſaw no more than you might well expect 
To ſee in lovers deſtin'd for each other, 
By Heaven I thought their meeting innocent, 
Who could ſuſpect fair Leonora's virtue? 
'Till after proofs conſpire to blacken it; 
Sad proofe, which came too late, which broke not out 
(Eternal curſes on Alvarez? baſte!) 
„Till holy rites had made the wanton yours: 
And then, I own, I labour'd to conceal it, 
In duty and compaſſion to your peace. 


Alon, Live now, be damn'd hereafter ; for I want thee, - 


O night of ec/tuſy , Ha! was't not ſo? 
I will enjoy this murder —— Let me think ——— 
The jeſs'min bow?r, is ſecret and remote; 
Go, wait me there, and take thy dagger with thee, _ 
[Exit Zang 
How the ſweet ſound till Gags within mine ear ! 
When ſpall we meet again to- night, in hell. 
As he is going out, enter LEONORA. 
Ha! Pm furpris'd, I ſtagger at her charms, 
O angel-devil !—fhall I ſtab her now? 
No, it ſhaijl be as I had frft determin'd : 
To kill her now were half my vengeance loſt, 
Then I muſt now diſſemble—if I can, - 
Leon. My Lord, excuſe me; fee, a ſecond time 
I come in embaſly from all your friends, 


Whoſe joys are languid, uninſpir'd by you. 


Alon, This moment, Leonora, I was coming 
To thee, and all—but ſure, or I miſtake, 
Or thou canſt well inſpire my friends with joy. 
Leon, Why ſighs my Lord? 
Alon. I ſigh'd not, Leonora. 


Leon. I thought you did; your ſighs are mine, my Lord, 


And I ſhall feel them all. 


Alon. Doſt flatter me? 
Leon. If my regards for you are flattery, 
Full far indeed I ſtretch'd the compliment 
In this day's ſolemn rite. 
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Alon, What rite ? 
Leon, You ſport me. | 
Alon. Indeed I do; my heart is full of mirth, 
Leon. And ſo is mine—l look on chearfulnets 
As on the health of virtue. 
Alon. Virtue l- damn 
Leon. What ſays my Lord? 
Alon. Thou art exceeding-fair. 
Leon. Beauty alone is but of little worth 3 
But when the foul and body of a piece 
Both ſhine alike, then they obtain a price, 
And are a fit reward for gallant actions, 
Heav'n's pay on earth for ſuch great ſouls as yours; 
If fair and innocent, I am es due. 
Alon. Innocent! _ | [Aſide 
Leon, How! my Lord! I interrupt vou: 
Alon, No, my beſt life, I muſt not part with thee: 
This hand is mine. O! what a hand is here! 
v0 foft, fouls fink into it, and are loſt ! 
Leon, In tears, my Lord! 
Alon. What leſs can ſpeak my joy? 
I gaze, and I forget my own exiſtence ; 
*Tis all a viſion, my head ſwims in Heav'n. 
Wherefore? O. WHEN this nenen of beauty ? ? 
And wherefore ? O 
Why, I could gaze upon the looks for ever, 
And driak in all my being from thine eyes; 
And I could ſnatch a flaming. En, 
And hurl deſtruction! 
Leon. How, my Lord! what. mean vou? 
Acquaint me with the ſecret of your heart, 


Or caſt me out for ever from your love. 


Alon, Art thou concern'd for me ? 
Leon, My Lord, you fright me. 
Is this the fondneſs of your nuptial hour? 
I am ill-us'd, my Lord, 1 muſt not bear i it. 
Why, when I woo your hand, is it deny'd me ? 
Your very eyes, why are they taught to ſhun me? 
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Nay, my good Lord, I have a title here, [Taking his Aan. ; 


nd I will have it. Am I not your wite? _. 
Have I not juſt authority to know 
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That heart, which I have purchas'd with my own? 
Lay it before me then, it is my due. 

Unkind Alonzo, tho' I might demand it, 

Behold, I kneel! ſee, Leonora kneels, 

And deigns to be a beggar for her own! 

Tell me the ſecret, I conjure you tell me, 

The bride foregoes the homage of her day, 
Alvarez) daughter trembles in the duſt, 


Speak then, I charge you ſpeak, or J expire, 


And load you with my death. My Lord—my Lord! 

Alon, Ha! ha! ha! [He breaks from her, aud 
ſhe ſinks upon the flor; 

Leon. FIR theſe the joys which fondly I conceiv'd ? 5 

And is it thus a wedded life begins ? . 

What did I part with when I gave my heart? 

I knew not that all happineſs went with it. 

Why did I leave my tender father's wing, 

And venture into love? the maid that loves, 

Gocs out to ſea upon a ſhatter'd plank, 


And puts her truſt in miracles for fafety. 


Where {hall I ſigh? where pour out my complaint ? 
He that ſhould hear, ſhould ſuccour, fhould redrels, 
He is the ſource of all. 

Alon. Go to the chamber.“ 
J ſoon will follow: that wiich now diſturbs thee 


Shall be clear'd up, and thou ſhalt not condemn me. 


_ [Exit Leonora. 
O, how like innocence ſhe: looks what, [tab her, 
And ruſh her into blood? —I never can. 
In her, guilt ſhines, and nature {olds my hand. 


How then ? why thus—no more, it is determin'd. 


| Enter ZAN GA. 
Zan, I fear his heart has faiPd kim. She muſt die, 
Can I not roaze the fnike that's in his belong, 
To iling out human nature, and eilect it:? Aide. 
Alon. This vaſt and ſolid earth, that blazing fun, 
Thoſe ſkies thro! which it rolls, mult all have end.“ 
What then is man? the ſmalleſt part of nothing. 
Day buries day, month month, and year the year ; 
| 7 ) 3 
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Our life is but a chain of many deaths. 
Can then death's ſelf be fear'd ?- our life much rather : : 
Life is the deſart, life the ſolitude, 
Death joins us to the great majority ; 
*Tis to be born to Platos, and to Cæſars; 3 
'Tis to be great for ever; 
'Tis pleaſure, tis ambition then to die. 
Zan. I think, my Lord, you talb'd of death. 
Alon. I did. 
Zan. I give thee joy, then 1 dead. 
Alon. No, Zanga, no, the greateſt guilt is mine; 
*Tis mine, who might have mark'd his midnight viſit. 


Who might have mark d his tameneſs to reſign her, 


Who might have mark'd her ſudden turn of love: 


Theſe, and a thouſand tokens more; and yet, 


(For which the ſaints abſolve my ſoul) did wed. 
Zan. Where does this tend? 
Alon. To ſhed a woman's blood 


Would ſtain my ſword, and make my wars inglorious; 


But jufl reſentment to myſelf bears in it- 

A ſtamp of greatneſs above vulgar minds. 

He who, ſuperior to the checks of nature, 
Dares make his life the victim of his reaſon, 


Does in ſome ſort that reaſon deiſy, 


And take a flight at Heav'n. 
Zan. Alas! my Lord, 


Tis not your reaſon, but her beauty finds 


Thoſe arguments, and throws you on your ſword, 
You cannot cloſe an eye that is ſo bright, 
You cannot ſtrike a breaſt that is fo ſoft, 
That has ten thouſand ecſtaſtes in ſtore 
For Carlos ?—no, my Lord, I mean for you. 
Alon. O through my heart, and marrow ! pr'ythee 
ſpare me. 
Nor more upbraid the weakneſs of thy Lord. 
J own, I try'd, 1 quarrePd with my heart, 


And pulh'd it on, and bid it give her death 


But O! her eyes ſtruck firſt, and murder'd me. 
Zan. I know not what to anſwer to my Lord. 

Men are but men ; we did not make ourſelves. 

Farewell then, my. beſt lord, fince you muſt die. 
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AR IV. The REVENGCE 55: 
O that I were to ſhare your monument, 
And in eternal darkneſs cloſe theſe eyes 
Againſt thoſe ſcenes which I am doom'd to ſuffer! 
Alon, What doſt thou mean ? 
Zun. And is it then unknown? 
O grief of heart, to think that you ſhould ak it! ' 


> Sure you diſtruſt that ardent love I bear you, 
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Elſe could you doubt when you are laid in duſl—. 
But it will cut my poor heart thro' and thro', 
To ſee thoſe revel on your ſacred tomb, 
Who brought you thither by their lawleſs loves: 
For there they'll revel, and exult to find 
Him ſleep ſo faſt, who elſe would mar their joys. 
Alon. Diſtraction but Don Carlos, well thou know'ſtz 
Is ſheath'd in ſteel, and bent on other thoughts. 
Zan, Ill work him to the murder of his friend; 
Yes, till the fever of his blood returns, | 
While her laſt kiſs ſtill glows upon his cheek. [A4/ida, 
But when he finds Alonzo is no more, 
How will he ruſh like ligh ning to her arms! 
There ſigh, there languiſh, there pour out his ſoul ; ; 
But not in grief——ſad'oblequies to thee 
But thou wilt be at peace, nor ſee, nor hear.” 
The burning kiſs, the ſigh of ecſtaſy, 
Their throbbing hearts that joſtle one another : 
Thank Heav'n, theſe torments will be all my own. 
Alon, I'll eale thee of that pain. Let Carlos die; 
O'ertake him on the road, and ſee it done. 
"Tis my command. | [Gives the ſigne2, 
Zan. I dare not diſobey. _. | | 
Alon, My Zanga, now I have thy leave to die. 
Zan. Ah! Sir, think, think again. Are all men buried 
In Carlos? grave? you know not womankind, 
When once the throbbing of the heart has broke 
The modeſt zone, with which it was firſt ty'd, 
Each man ſhe meets will be a Carlos to her. 
Alon. That thought has more of hell than had the 
former. 
Another, and another, and another! 
And each ſhall caſt a ſmile upon my tomb! 
I am convinc'd ; 1 muſt not, will not die, 
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Zan, You cannot die; nor can you murder her. 
What then remains? in nature no third way, 
But to forget, and ſo to love again, 

Alon. Oh! 

Zan, If you forgive, the world will call you good; 
Tf you forget, the world will call you wiſe ; 
If you receive her to your grace again, 


The world will call you, very, very hind, 


Alon, Zanga, I underſtand thee weil. She dies, 
Tho! my arm tremble at the ſtroke, ſhe dies, 

Zan. That's truly great. What think you 'twas ſet up 
The Greek and Roman name in ſuch a luſtre, 
But doing right in ſtern deſpite to Nature, 
Sautting their ears to all her little cries, 

When great, auguſt, and godlike Juſtice call'd? 
At Aulis, one pour'd out a daughter's life, 
And gain'd more glory than by all his wars; ; 
Another flew a ſiſter in juſt rage; 

A third, the theme of all ſucceeding times, 
Gave to the cruel ax a darling fon. 

Nay more, for juſtice ſome devote themſelves, 
As he at Carthage, an immortal name! 

Yet there is one ſtep left above 'em all, 
Above their hiſtory, above their fable, 

A wife, bride, miſtreſs unenjoy'd—do that, 
And tread upon the Greek and Roman glory. 


Alon, Tis done—again new tranſports fire my brain : 


J had forgot it, *tis my bridal night. 

Friend, give me joy, we mult be gay together, 

Gee that the feſtival be duly bonom'd. | 
And when with garlands the full bowl is crown'd, 
And muſic gives her elevating found, 
Avi golden carpets ſpread the ſacred floor, 
Janda new day the blazing tapers pour, 
Thou, Zanga, then my foiemn friends invite, 
rrom the dark realms of everlaſting night 
Call Vengeance, call the Furies, call Deipair, 
And Death, our chief invited puelt, be there; 
He with pale hand ſhall lead the bride, and ſpread 
Eternal curtains-round our nuptial bed. [Excur,, 
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ACT v. SCENE I 
Enter ALONZO. 


1 | ALONZ0« 

O P1TIFUL ! O terrible to fight! 
Poor mangled ſhade, all eover'd o'er with wounds, 

And ſo diſguis'd with blood! who murder'd thee ? 
Tell thy ſad tale, and thou ſhalt be reveng'd. 
Ha! Carlos ?—Horror !—Carlos ?-0 away! 
Go to thy grave, or Jet me ſink to mine. 
I cannot bear the ſight—what ſight ? where am 12 


. * „ 


There's nothing here If this was Fancy's work, 


She draws a picture ſtrongly. 
| | Enter Za x. 


Zan, Ha!———Youre pale. 

Alon, Is Carlos murder'd ? 

Zan, I obeyed your order, 

Six ruffians overtook him on the road, 

He fought as he was wont, and four he flew;: 
Then ſunk beneath an hundred wounds to death. 
His laſt breath bleſt Alonzo, and deſired 

His bones might reſt near yours: 

Alon. O Zanga! Zanpa ! — 
But I'll not think, for I muſt act, and thinking 
Would ruin me for action. O the medley 
Of right and wrong! the chaos in my brain! 

He ſhould, and ſhould not die you ſhould obey, 
And not obey -It is a day of darknels, .. 

Of contradictions, and of many deaths. 

Where's Leonora then? quick, anſwer me. 

I'm deep in horrors, I']I be deeper ſtill..— 

I find thy artifice did take effect; 

And ſhe forgives my late deportment to her. 

Zan, I.told her, from your childhood you was wont, 
On any great ſurprize, but chiefly then 
When cauſe of ſorrow bore it company, 
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To have your paſſion ſhake the ſeat of reaſon, 
A momentary ill, which ſoon blew o'er, 
Then did I tell her of Don Carlos death, 
(Wiſely ſuppreſſing by what means he fell), 
And laid the blame on that, At firſt the doubted ; 
But fuch the honeſt artifice I us'd, 
And ſuch her ardent with it ſhould be true, 
That ſhe, at length, was fully ſatisfy'd. 
Alon, Twas well ſhe was. In our late interview, 
My paſhon fo far threw me from my guard, 


(Methinks 'tis ſtrange !) that, conſcious of her guilt, 


She ſaw not, through its thin diſguiſe, my heart. 
Zan, But what de igu you, Sir, and how? 
Alon. I'll tei! ihee, 


Thus Pre ordain'd it. In the jeſs'min bow'r, 


The place which ſhe difhonour'd with her guilt, 


There will I meet her, the appointment's made; 


An calmly frread (for I can do it now) 
The blackneſs of her crime before her ſight ; 


And then, with all the cool folemnity - 
Of public juſtice, give her to the grave, Exit. 
Zan, Why, get thee gone horror and night go with 
thee! | 


Siſters of Acheron, go hand in hand. 
Go dance around the bow'r, and cloſe them in; 
And tel] them that I ſent you to ſalute them, 


Profane the ground, and for the ambroſial roſe, 


And breath of jeilamin, let hemlock blacken, 


And deadly nightſhade poiſon all the air. 
For the ſweet nightingale may ravens croak, 


Toads pant, and adders ruſtle through the leaves; 
May ſerpents, winding up the trees, let fall 

Their hiſſing necks-upon them from above, 

And mingle Kiſſes —ſuch as I thould give them, C Exit. 


S CE NE, The Bower, 


LEO NORA ſleeping. Enter ALONZO. 
Alon. Ye amaranths! ye roſes, like the morn! 
Sweet myrtles, and ye golden orange groves! 


V. 1 Act V. The R EVEN GE. 59 
Foy do you ſmile ? why do you look fo fair? 
Are you not blaſted as I enter in? 
Ves; ; fee how every flower lets fall its head! 
How ſhudders every leaf without a wind! 
How every green is as the ivy pale! 
© Did ever midnight ghoſts aſſemble here? 
8 Have theſe ſweet echoes ever learn'd to groan? 
Joy-giving. love-inſpiring, holy bow'r! 
; Know, in thy fragrant boſom thou receiv?ſt 
> A-— murderer. O, I thall ſtain thy lillies ! 
And horror will uſurp the ſeat of bliſs. 
so Lucifer broke into paradiſe, _ | 
- And ſoon danmation another [ He N 
Ha! ſhe ſleeps 
The day's uncommon heat has overcome hats 
5 Tben take, my longing eyes, your laſt full gaze. 
O what a ſight is here! how dreadſul fair! 
Who would not think that being innocent? 
Where ſhall I ſtrike? who ſtrikes her, ſtrikes himſelf. 
| My own life-blood will iſſue at her wound. 
„„ O my diſtracted heart !—-O cruel Heaven! 
th © HZ o give ſuch charms as theſe, and then call ons 
Mere man, to be your executioner. 
Was it becauſe it was too hard for you? 
© But ſee, ſhe ſmiles! I never ſhall ſmile more: 
II ſtrongly tempts me to a parting kiſs, _ 
5 Going, he ſtarts back, 
Ha, ſmile again! ſhe dreams of him the loves. 
© Curſe on her charms ! I'll ſtab her through them all. 
i [ As he is going to ſtrike, ſhe wakes: 
j 13 My Lord. your ſtay was long, and yonder lull 
Of falling waters tempred me to rel}, 
| | Diſpirited with noon's excchiive heat, 
2 : Alon. Ye pow'rs, with what an eye ſhe mends the day! 
While they were clos'd I ſhould have given the blow. 


LAlide. 


g O for a laſt embrace! and then for juſtice. 
Thus Heav'n and I ſhall both be ſatisfy'd. 
Leon. What ſays my Lord? 
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Alon. Why, this Alonzo ſays, 
If love were endleſs, men were gods: 'tis that 
Does counterbalance travel, danger, pain 
Tis Heav'n's exvedient to make mortals bear 
The light, and cheat them of-the peaceful grave. 
Leon. Alas! my Lord, why talk you of the grave? 


Your friend is dead; in friendſhip you ſuſtain 3 


A mighty loſs, repair it with my love. 


Alon. Thy love? thou piece of witcheraft! I wou I 


Thou brighteſt angel! I could gaze for e ever. 


Where hadſt thou this? enchantreſs, tell me where? 


| Which with a touch works miracles, boils up 


My blood to tumults, and turns round my brain ! 13 


Ev'n now theu ſwim'ſt before me, I ſhall loſe thee, 
No, I will make thee ſure, and claſpthee all. 
Who turn'd this ſleader waiſt with fo much art, 
And {hut perfection in ſo ſmall a ring? | 
Who ſpread that pure expanſe of white above, 
On which the dazzled ſight can find no reſt; 

But drunk with beauty, wanders up and down 
For ever, and-for ever finds new charms ? 

But, O thoſe eyes! thoſe murderers! O whence, 


Whence didſt thou - ſteal their burning orbs ? ee 


heabv'n? 
Thou didſt; ; and 'tis religien to adore them, 

Leon, My beſt Alonzo, moderate your thought: 
Extremes till fright me, tho? of love itſelf. 

Alon Extremes indeed! it hurried me away; 
But I come home again—and now for juſtice 
And now for deitii—-It is impoſlible —— 

Sure ſuch were made by Heav'n guiltleſs to ſin, 


Or in their guilt to laugh at puniſhment, I Aſid. 15 


7 leave her to juſt Heav'n, 


Leon. Ha! a dagger! 
What doſt thou ſay, thou miniſter of death? 
_ W'i2t dreadful tale doſt tell me? let me think. 
| | ES 


[ Drops the dagger, and goes et | 
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It is not of the growth of his own nature. 
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Enter ZANGA. 
Zan. Death to my tow'ring hope ! O fall from high! 


4 My cloſe long-labour'd ſcheme at once is blaſted, 
That dagger found will cauſe her to enquire ; 
2 Enquiry will diſcover all; my hopes 


Of vengeance periſh ; I myſelf am loſt—— 


4 Curſe on the coward's heart! wither his hand, 
b 
Where can I fix? — That's ſomething ſtill—'twill breed 


Which held the ſteel in vain - What can be done? 


Fell rage, and bitterneſs betwixt their ſouls, 
Which may perchance grow up to greater evil ; 
If not, *tis all I can——it ſhall be ſo £47 de, 
Leon, O Zanga ! I am ſinking in my fears, 
Alonzo dropp'd this dagger as he left me, 
And left me in a ſtrange diſorder too. 
What can this mean ? angels preſerve his life! 
Zan, Yours, Madam, yours. 
Leon, What, Zanga, doſt thou ſay? 
Zan, Carry you goodneſs then to ſuch extremes, 
Zo blinded to the faults of him you love, 
That you perceive not he is 8 ? 
Leon. Heav'ns ! 
And yet a thouſand things recur that ſwear it. 
What villain could inſpire him with that thought ? 


Zan. Some villain. Who, hell knows; ; but he is 
jealous: 

And 'tis moſt fit a heart ſo pure as yours 
Do itſelf juſtice, and aſſert its honour, _ 
And make him conſcious of his ſtab to virtue. 

Leon. Jealous ! it ſickens at my heart. Unkind, 
Ungenerous, groundleſs, weak, and infolent ! 
Why? wherefore? on what ſhadow: of occaſion? 
'Tis faſcination, 'tis the wrath of Heav'n 
For the collected crimes of all his race. * 
O, how the great man leſſens to my thought ! 
How could ſo mean a vice as jealouſy, 
Unnatural child of ignorance and guilt, 
Which tears and feeds upon its parent's heart, 

V 0 Nis IX, | F 
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© The REVENGE A v. 
Live in a throng of ſuch exalted virtues ? 
I ſcorn and hate, yet love him, and adore, : 
F cannot, will not, dare not think it true, ; 
Till from himſelf I know it. [Exit, Þ 
Zan. This ſucceeds | 5 
Juſt to my wiſh, Now ſhe with violence £ 
 Upbraids him. He, not doubting ſhe is guilty, . 
Rages no leſs; and, if on either fide Y 
The waves run nien, there ſtill live hopes of ruin. I 


Enter ALONZO. 
My I Lord. 
Alon. O Zanga ! hold thy peace, I am no coward; 
But Heav'n itſelf did hold my hand; I felt it; '; | 
By the well-being of my ſoul, I did. 
FI think of vengeance at a en. 
Zan. My Lord, her guilt 
Alon. Perdition on thee, Moor, | 
For that one word. Ah! do not rouze that thought z ; 
I have oferwhelm'd it much as poſſible : 
Away then, let us talk of other things. 
I tell thee, Moor, I love her to diſtraction. 
If 'tis my ſhame, why be it ſo—T love her; 
Nor can I help it, tis impos'd upon me 
By ſome ſuperior and reſiſtleſs pow'r. 
1 could not hurt her to be Jord of earth ; 
It ſhocks my nature like a ſtroke at heav'n. 5 
Angels defend her, as if innocent. = RD 
Put ſee, my Leonora comes ;—begone, [Exit Zanga, Þ 
Enter LEO NORA. 1 


O ſeen for ever ! yet for-ever new! 


I > es r 
ee 


r 


i RESTO I 
e 
EP EINE 


* n * F * * 
"Doi : DL SO he) 3 A > LET ERS 
r EM GIBB FIRES * 1 * r 
. 8 Gat "v7 n N DS, 0 W Fl N 
S 9 5 8 CREEE EA r 


The conquer'd thou doſt conquer o'er again, q T 
| Inflicting wound en wound. 0 
Leon. Alas, my Lord! | = « 
What need of this to me? | = 
Alon, Ha, doſt thou weep! | | : \ 
Leon. Have I no cauſe ? | 2 , 
Alon. If love is thy cencern, 1 
Thou haſt no cauſe; none ever lov'd like me. 1 
But wherefore this? is it to break my mo 0 1 


AX hich loſes ſo much blood for every tear? 


* 


+] 


6 = 
ENS 
re 
oh 
ET 
2 
D 
31 
N 
95 


WT IRON dan ä . B 
— 3 n 11 oe Es th 1 
2 . S n 888 1 x 


r 
* 
55 
5 
N 
os 
IH 
2 
£8 
"234 
6 
2504 
"ID 
PER 
* 
RS. 
3 
182 
3 
. 
* 
. 
* 
* 
2 
33 
By 
* 
"FE 
by” 
BAS 
* 
- 
a 
* 
7 
* 


25 
E. 


Act W. The R EVEN G E. 65 


Leon. Is it ſo tender? 

Alon. Is it not? O Heaven! 

Doubt of my love? why, I am nothing elle; ; 

Ir quite abſorbs my every other paſſion. 

O that this one embrace would Jaſt for ever ? 

Lton, Could this man ever mean to wrong my virtue? 
Could this man e'er deſign upon my life? | 
Impoſlible ! I throw away the thought. 5 CAD. ä 
Theſe tears declare how much I taſte the joy 
Of being folded in your arms and heart; 

My univerſe does ly within that ſpare. 

This dagger bore falſe witneſs. . [Shewing 11. 
Alon. Ha, my dagger! 1 | 

It roufes horrid images. Away, 

Away with it, and let us talk of love, | 

Plunge ourſelves deep into the ſweet illuſion, 

And hide us there from every other thought. 
Leon. It touches you. 

Alon. Let's talk of love. 

Leon. Of death. 

Alon. As thou lov'ſt happineſs— 

Leon. Of murder. 

Alon. Raſh, 

Raſh woman, yet forbear. | 
Leon. Approve my wrongs !_ 
Alon, Then muſt I fy, for thy ſake and my own. 
Leon. Nay, by my injuries, you firſt muſt hear me: 

Stab me, then think it much to hear my groan ? 
Aldi Meav'n, ſtrike me deaf! 

Leon. IN well may ſting you home. | 

Alon. Alas! thou quite-miſtak'ſt my cauſe of pain. 
Yet, yet diſiniſs me; I am all in flames. 

Leon. Who has moſt caufe? you, or myſelf? What ac! 
Of my whole life encourag'd you to this? 

Or of. your own, what guilt has drawn it on you? 

You find me kind, and think me kind to all: 

The weak, ungenerous error of your ſex. 

What could inſpire the thought? we ofbneſt judge: 

From our own hearts; and is yours then ſo frail,. 

Fe prompts you to conceive thus ul of me 7 

F 2 


| 
| 


64 The REVENGE. Act V. 
He that can ſtoop to harbour ſuch a thought, 
Deſerves to find it true. [ Holding him. 


Alon, O ſex, ſex, ſex! [Turning on her, 


The language of you alk, I'lI-fated woman! 
Why haſt thou forc'd me back into the gulph 


Of agonies, I had block'd up from thought ſc 


1 know the cauſe ; thou ſaw'ſt me impotent 
Fer while to hurt thee, therefore thou turn'ſt on me; 


But, by the pangs I ſuffer, to thy woe: 
For ſince thou haſt replung'd me in my torture, 


I will be ſatisfy'd! 


Leon, Be ſatisfy'd! 
Alon, Yes, thy own mouth ſhall witneb 1 it againſt thee, 
I will be ſatisfy'd! 
Leon, Of what ? 
Alon. Of what! | | 
How dar'ſt thou ak that queſtion ? Woman, woman, 
Weak, and aſſur'd at once; thus 'tis for ever. 
w! 10 told thee that thy virtue was ſuſpected? 
Who told thee I defign'd upon thy life? 
You found the dagger; but that could not ſpeak; 
Nor did 1 tell thee ; who did tell thee then? ? 
Guilt, conſcious guilt, 
{.con, This to my face? O Hear . 
Alon. This to thy very ſoul. 
{con, Thou'rt not in earneſt, 
Alon. Serious as death. 
Leon. Then Heav'n have mercy on thee, 
Till now 1 ſtruggled not to think it true, 


1 ſought conviction, and would not believe it. 
Thou thalt repent this inſult. | [ Going, 


Alon. Madam, ſtay. | | 

Your paſhon's wiſe, 'tis a diſguiſe for guilt : 

Tis my turn now to fix you here a while; 

You, and your thouſand arts {hall not eſcape me. 
Leon. Arts! 
Alon. Arts. Confeſs ; for death i is in my hand, 
Leon. *Tis in your words. 
Alon. Confels, confeſs, confeſs; _ 

| Nor tear my veins with paſſion to compel thee. 
Leon, I ſcorn to anſwer thee, preſumptuous man? 
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Act V The R EVEN GE. 63 
Alon. Deny then, and incur a fouler ſhame, 

Where did I find this picture? 
Leon. Ha! Don Carlos? 

By my beſt hopes, more welcome than thy own... 
Alon. I know eit; but is vice ſo very rank, 

That thou ſhoule'ſt dare to daſh it in my face? 


Nature is ſick of thee, abandon'd woman! 


Leon. Repent. 

Alon. Is that for me? 

Leon. Fall, aſk my pardon. 

Alon, Aftoniſhment | 

Leon. Dar'ſt thou perſiſt to think I am T_T ? 

Alon. I know thee ſo. 

Leon. This blow then to thy hear. | 

[& .ie ſtabs herſelf, he endeavouring to prevent hier. 

Alon. Hoa! Zanga ! Iſabella! Hoa! ſhe bleeds. 
Deſcend, ye bleſſed angels, to aſſiſt ger... 

Leon. This is the only way that I would wound thee, 
Tho? moſt unjuſt. Now think me guilty ſtill. . | 
And doſt thou force me? this ſhall not be borne. 


Enter ISABELLA, | 
Alon. Bear her to inſtant help. The world to fave her. 
Leon. Unhappy man! well. mayſt thou Saze ang 
tremble.) y 

But fix thy terror and amazement right ; - 
Not on my blood, but on thy own diſtraction. 
What haſt thou done? whom cenſur'd ?! — Leonora. 
When thou hadſt cenſur'd, thou wouldſt ſave her life; 
O inconſiſtent! ſhould I live in ſhame, 
Or ſtoop to any other means but this, 
T” aſſert my virtue ! No: ſhe who diſputes, 


5 Admits it poſſible ſhe might be guilty. 


While augbt but truth could be my inducement to it, 
While it might look like an excuſe to thee, _ 


I ſcorn'd to vindicate my innocence ; 


But now, I let thy raſhneſs know, the. wound 


- Which leaſt 1 feet, is that my dagger made. 


[Iſabella leads aut Leonora. 
"How Ha! was this woman guilty ?—and if not— 


; How my thought Carkens that way! Grant, kind Heav'n, 


3 


And J will not abate a ſingle groan. 
| Ha! that were well—but that were fatal too — 
Why be it ſo— revenge fo truly great 


65 The R EVEN GE. Act V. 
That ſhe prove guilty, or give being end. 
Ts that my hope then ?—ſure the ſacred duſt 
Of her that bore me trembles in its urn. 

Is it in man the fore diſtreſs to bear, 

When hope itſelf is blacken'd to deſpair ; 

When all the bliſs I pant for, is to gain - 

In hell a refuge from ſeverer pain? [Exit Alon, 


Enter ZANGA. 


Zan, How ſtands the great account 'twizt me and 
Vengeance ? | 
Though much is paid, yet ſtill it owes me much, 


Would come too cheap, if bought with leſs than I: foes 


Come death, come hell then, 'tis reſolv'd, 'tis done. 


Euter ISABELLA. 


Iſab. Ah, Zanga ! ſee me tremble : has not yet 
Thy cruel heart its fill? - Poor Leonora 

Zan. Welters in blood, and gaſps for her laſt breat!, 
What then? we all muſt die. 

Iſao. Alonzo raves, | 
And, in the tempeſt of his grief, has thrice 


Attempted on his life. At length diſar m'd 


Fle calls his friends, that ſave him, his worſt foes, 
And importunes the ſkies for ſwift perdition. 
Thus in his ſtorm of ſorrow. After pauſe _ 
He ſtarted up, and calPd aloud for Zanga; 
For Zanga rav'd; and fee, he ſeeks you here, 
To learn that truth, which moſt he dreads to know, 
Zan, Begone. Now, now, my ſoul conſummare all. 
1 [ Exit Iſabella. 


Enter ALONZO. 
Alon. O Zanga! 
un. Do not tremble ſo, but t peak. | | 
Alon. I dare not. _ [Falls on in. 
Zan. You will drown me with your tears. 
Alon. Have I not caule ? 


Zan. As vet you have no caule, 
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act v. The REVENGE. 


Fou much have been abus'd. 


e F 


| Alon. Doſt thou too rave? 
Zan, Your anguilh is to come. 


Alon. Abus'd ! by whom? 

Zan. To know were little comfort, 

Alon, Ol 'twere much, E 

Zin, Indeed! . * 

Alon. By Heav'n! O give him to my fury | 

Zan. Born for your uſe, I live but to oblige you. 
Know then, 'twas——T, 

Alon. Am J awake? 

Zan. For ever. | 
Thy wife is guiltleſs, that's one tranſport to me: 
And I, I tet thee know it ; that's another, 

I urg'd Don Carlos to reſign his miſtreſs; 
I forg'd the letter, I diſpos'd the picture; 
1 hated, I deſpis'd, and I deſtroy. | 

Alon, Oh! | [Sworms, 

Zan. Why this is well—why this is blow for blow!“ 
Where are you? Crown me, ſhadow me with laurels, 
Ye ſpirits who delight in juſt revenge! 

Let Europe and her pallid ſons go weep, 
Let Afric and her hundred thrones rejoice. 
O my dear countrymen !' look down and lee, 
How I beſtride your proftrate conqueror ! 
I tread on haughty Spain and all her kings. 
But this is mercy, this is my indulgence, 
'Tis peace, 'tis refuge from my indignation. 
I muſt awake him into horrors. Hoa! 
Alonzo, boa! the Moor 1s at the gate; 
Awake, invincible, omnipotent ! 
Thou who doſt all ſubdue, 

Alon. Inhuman flave! _ 

Zan. Falln Chriſtian, thou miſtak'ſt my 1 

Look on me. Who am I? I know thou ſay'ſt 

The Moor, a ſlave, an abjeR. beaten ſlave, 

(Eternal woes to him that made me lo!) ; 

But look again. Has fix years cruel bondage 

Extinpguiſh'd majeſty ſo far, that nought 

Shines here, to give an awe of one above thee ? 


When the great Moorith king Abdallah fell, 


* 


Aan. All ſtrife is vain. 


63 Thee REVENGE. at 4 [ 


Fell by thy hand accurs'd, I fought faſt by him, - 
His ſon, though through bis fondneſs in diſguife, 
Leſs to expole me to th' ambitious foe, 

Ha! does it wake thee ? o'er my father's corſe 
I ſtood aſtride, till-I had clove thy creſt, 

And then was made the captive of a ſquadron; 


And ſunk inte thy ſervant, — But, O! what, 
What were my wages? Hear not heav'n, nor earth, 
Ny wages were a blow, by. Heav'n, a blow, ; 
And from a mortal hand! | 


Alon. O villain, villain ! 


Alon. Is thus my love retarn'd ? 


Is this my recompenſe ! Make friends of tygers! 


Lay not your young, O mothers, on the breaſt, 


For fear they turn to ſerpents as they ly, 


And pay you for their nouriſhment with death. 
Carlos is dead, and Leonora dying, 


Both innocent, both murder'd, both by me. . 
That heavenly maid, which ſhould have liv'd for ever. 


At leaſt have gently ſlept her ſoul Gays - 

Whoſe life ſhould have ſhut up as ev'ning flow'rs - 
At the departing ſun—was murder'd ! murder'd ! 
O ſhame ! O guilt! O horror! O remorſe ! 


0 puniſhment ! had Satan never fell, 
Hell had been made for me, — 0 Lions + 


Zan. Muſt I deſpiſe thee too as well as hate thee ? 
Complain of grief, complain thou art a man. 


Priam from Fortune's lofty ſummit fell, 


Great Alexander ?midſt his conqueſts mourn'd; 
Heroes and demi-gods have known their ſorrows, 
Cæſars have wept; and I have had my blow; 
But 'tis reveng'd, and now my work is done. 


Vet, ere I fall, be it one part of vengeance, 


To make even thee confeſs that I am juſt. . 

Thou ſeeſt a prince, whoſe father thou haſt ſlain, 
W hoſe native country thou haſt laid in blood, 
Whoſe ſacred perſon, O! thou haſt profan'd, 
Whoſe reign extinguiſl'd : what was leſt to we, 


So highly born? no kingdom, but revenge; 
No treaſure, but thy terture, and thy groans. 


[Shewing « a dagger, | 
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Act V. The REVENGE. 69 


If men ſhould aſk who brought thee to thy end, 
Tell them, the Moor, and they will not deſpiſe thee, 
If cold white mortals cenſure this great deed, 
Warn them they judge not of ſuperior beings, 
Souls made of fire, and children of the ſun, 
With whom revenge is virtue. Fare thee well.— ' 
Now fully ſatisfied I ſhould take leave; 
But one thing prieves me ſince thy death is near, 
1 leave thee my example how to die. | 
LF ne is going to ſtab himſelf, Alonzo ruſhes upon him 
to prevent him, In the mean time enter ALVAREZ 
attended. They diſarm and ſeize Zanga. Alonzo 
puts the dagger in his boſom. | 
Alon. No, N thou ſhalt not eſcape by death. 
0 fatlier! 
Alv. O Alonzo! —Iſabella, 5 
Touch'd with N to ſee her miſtreſs? pangs, 
Told all the dreadful tale. 
Alon, What groan was that ? 
Zan. As I have been a vulture to thy heart, 
So will I be a raven to thine ear, 
And true as ever ſnuff'd the ſcent of blood, 
As ever flapp'd its heavy wing againſt 
The window of the ſick, and croak'd deſpair. | 
Thy wife is dead 
[Alvarez goes to the ſide of the Huge, and returns. 
Abo, The dreadful news is true. 
Alon, Prepare the rack, invent new torments for him. 
Zan. This too is well. The fix'd and noble mind 
Turns all occurrence to its own advantage, 
And I'll make vengeance of calamity. 
Were I not thus reduc'd, thou wouldſt not know, 
That, thus reduc'd, I dare defy thee ſtill, 
Torture thou mayft, but thou ſhalt ne'er deſpiſe me. 
The blood will follow where the knife is driven, 
The fleſh will quiver where the pincers tear, 
And ſighs and cries by nature grow on pain: 
But theſe are foreign to the ſoul ; not mine 


The groans that iſſue, or the tears that fall : 


They diſobey me. On the rack I ſcorn thee, 
fs when wy fauchion clove thy helm in baitle,. . 


2 The REVENGE. Act M 
Alv. Peace, villain! 
Zan. While J live, old man, rl ſpeak. 

And well I know thou dar'ſt not kill me yet, 

For that would rob thy bloodhounds or their Prey." 
Alon. Who call'd Alonzo ?- 
Alv. No one call'd, my ſon. 
Alon. Again !—tis Carlos? voice, and I 3 


| 0 how I laugh: at all that this can do ! 


3 [Shewing the dag ges, 

The wounds that pain'd, the wounds that murder'd me, 
Were given before; I am already dead, 

This only marks my body for the grave. [Stabs himſelf, 

Afric, thou art reveng d O Leonora! [ Dies, 

Zan. Good ruffians, give me leave; my blood is Jour 


The wheels prepar'd, and you ſhall have it all; 
Let me but look one moment on the dead, 


And pay yourlelyes with gazing on my pangs. 
[ He goes to Alonzo's body, 
Ts this Alonzo? Where” s the haughty mein? 
Is that the hand that ſmote me? Heav'ns.! how pale! 
And art thou dead? fo is my enmity. : 


I war not with-the.duſt ; the great, the proud, 


The conqueror of Afric was. my foe. 


A lion preys not upon carcaſſes. 


This was the only method to ſubdue me. 


Terror and doubt fall on me; all thy good 


Now blazes, all thy guilt is in the grave. 
Never had man ſuch funeral applauſe ; 

Tf I lament thee, ſure thy worth was great. 
0 Vengeance! I have follow'd thee too far, 


And to receive me hell blows all her fires. 


[He is bor ne 4 
Atv, Dreadful effect of jealouly | a rage 
In which the wiſe with caution will engage; 2 
Reluctant long, and tardy to believe, | 
Where ſway'd by Nature we ourſelves deceive, . 
Where our own follies join the villain's art, 
And each man finds a Zanga in his heart. 
| LH. 
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EPI .L O G UE. ; 


"OUR Author ſent me, in an humble ſtrain, 
To beg you'd bleſs the offspring of his brain: 
And I, your proxy, promis'd in your name, 
Fhe child ſhould live at leaſt fix days of fame. 
I like the brat, but ſtill his faults can find, 
And, by the parent's leave, will ſpeak my mind. 
Gallants, pray tell me, do you think tas well, 
To let a willing maid lead apes in hell? 
u, nicer ladies, ſhould you think it right 
To eat no ſupper—on your wedding night? 
Shou'd Engliſh husbands dare to ſtarve their wives, 
Be ſures they'd lead moſt comfortable lives ! 
But he loves miſchief, and-with groundleſs fears, 
Would fain ſet loving couples by the ears; 
Would ſpoil the tender husbands of our nation, 
By teaching them this vile outlandiſh faſhion : 
But we've been taught in our good-natur'd clime, 
That jealouſy, tho" juſt, is flill a crime, 
And will be ſtill; for C not to blame the plot) 
That ſame Alonzo was a ſtupid ſot, 
To kill a bride, a miſireſs unenjoy'd; 
Twere ſone excuſe, had the poor man been cloy'd : 
Jo kill her on ſuſpicion, e er he knew 
Whether the heinous crime were falſe or true. 
The prieſt ſaid grace, ſve met him in the bower, 
In hopes ſhe might anticipate an hour. 
Love was her errand; but the hot-brain'd Spaniard, 
Inſtead of love—produc' d—a filthy poniard—— 
Had he been wiſe, at this their private meeting, 
The proof o'the pudding had been in the eating. 
Madam had then been pleas'd, and Don contented, 
And all this blood and murder been prevented. 
: Britons, be wiſe, and from this ſad example, 
Neer break a bargain, but firſt take a ſample. 


END OF THE REVENGE. 


